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SELECTION OF POEMS. 



ON THE CREATION. 

We to Jehovah's altar bring 
The incense of these pious lays ; 

May he inspire us^ while we sing 
His gteatness^ and his goodness praise. • 

But how shall we exalt his lialne^ 
Whose wise, all-comprehending thought 

Projected this stupendous frame. 
And fashion'd ail things out of naught i 

Who,*midst the r^alm of ancient nighty 
One undistinguish'd, void abyss ! 

By his bare fiat form'd th^ light. 
And bade this beautieous fabrick risi^« 

2 
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Celestial hosts of cbenibs^ say. 

Attendants on his awful nod I 
How issued forth the dawning day. 

Refulgent shadow of the God I ;; 

Rais'd with stupendous arch, the skies .7- 
Widely their azure mantle spread ; 

On sable wings the tempest flies, r 

New risen from the liquid bed* 

The marshaird waves with headlong course 
Retreat from the uf^-rearing land. 

And rally their divided force. 
Obedient to the ^reat pomniand. 

Nocturnal Iam{)s, their m? asur'd round 
Now leading, radiant blessings shed ;; 
With dignity unrivaird crown'd, 
. The sua, just lighted, rea^s his head» . 

Unbrooded flocks iq ether play. 
The deep eqliven'd shines in scales f 

There infant eagles, braye the daj^ .. 

Here drops commence enormous whalei*. 

* * ' * ' • ■ ' 

But O ! what numbers shall we fipd 
Expressing .bow ourselves began I 

WheQ the ?klor'd Almighty mind 
Hi^ scheme epitpmiz'd in m^ : 



Resemblance of himself imprest, ' 

In re'cison, sanctity, command; 
With wi^dotrifiirrfliis stately breast, ' ' 

With sceptre of the globe his hand. 

Ye glorious wofks cf heav'n and earth. 
Chiefly, thou last, Hosannah*s raise 

To Him, whose goodness gave yon birth : * 
Unwearied-your Creator praise ! 

IVeek/y Amusement. 



CHARACTER OF THE FAIR SEX. 

JLHRciuGH raany a lahrf and cliiiie a ranger. 
With toilsome steps, I've held my way ; 

A lonely, unprotected stranger. 
To stranger's ills ^ coni»tant prey. 

While steering thus my course precarious. 

My fortitne ever \vas to find 
Men's hearts and dfj^posltions various. 

But women grateful, true, and kind. 

AKve to evVy tender feeling. 

To deeds of mercy always prone. 

The wounds of pain and sorrow healing. 
With soft c<5mpa§sioii's sweetest tone. 



No proud dday^ no dark BQspicion^ 
Taints the free bountjr of their heart ! 

They tumnot from the sad petition^ 
But cheerful aid at once impart. 

Form'd in benevolence of nature. 

Obliging, modest, gay, and mild. 
Woman's the same endearing creature,' 

In courtly town, or savage wild. 

When parch'd with thirst, with hunger wasted. 
Her friendly hand refreshment gave. 

How sweet the coarsest food has tasted ! 
How cordial was the simple wave ! 

Her courteous looks, her words caressing. 
Shed comfort on the fainting soul ; — 

Woman's the stranger's gen'ral blessing. 
From sultrv India to the Pole. 



EPIGRAM ON A LAME BEGGAR. 

I AM unable, yonder beggar cries. 
To stand or move ; if he say true, he lies* 

Ht. Donne* 



TO A YOUNG LADY, 

WITH A NO»EOAY« 

Thou c«nst not steal die roses Uoom 

To decorate thy face ; 
Bat the sweet hhuix of modesty 

Will lend an equal gnpe^ 

These violets scent the distant gale, . 

(Beneath, in lowly bed) 
So rising worth new merit gains. 

By diffidence o'erspread. 

Nor wilt thou e*er that lily's white 

In thy complexion, find ; 
Yet innocence may shine as fair 

Within thy spotless mind. 

Now, in the op'ning spring of life. 

Let every flowret bloom' 5 
The budding virtues in thy breast 

Shall yield the ^stperfome. 

ThiS' nosegay in thy bosom plac'd, 

A moral may convey : 
For soon its brightest tints shaU fade. 

And all its sweets decay. 



So short liv'd are thfe lovely ttihe^' 
Of Florals transient reiga: / 

They bud, blow, wither, fall^^and die. 
Then turn to earth again. 

And tbiis> iiiy dear, must e>^|-y cbara)> 
Which youth is proud to shdre,: 

Alike this quick fiuccession/ fiiCQie, 
And the same truth d^hire. . 

Sickness will change thfs roseate hue, . 

Which glowiog h^Uh: l^peaks ; 
And age will wrinkle with it$ care^ ?, , 

The smile on bcauty?3 cheeks. 

But as that fragrant myrtle wreath .^/ , 

Will all the rest surviv^ 
So shall the mental graces st^ > • > 

Through endless ages' UlMftr . • i . ' 
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COMPLAINTS GB THE POOR. 

♦ » 

And wherefore do tbepoor complsfin ? 

The rich man ask'd of me. 
Come walk abroad witii me, I said, .. 

And I will answer thee, . . 



'Twfts ey*tiliig^ and the froeen streett 
Were cheerless to behold. 

And we w»€ wrapt and coated weU, 
And yet were veiy coid. 

We met an old bare*headed man. 
His locks were few and white ; 

I ask'd him what he did abroad 
In that cold winter*s night : 

'Ttras bitter cold, mdeed, he said. 

At home no fire had he. 
And 'therefore he had come abvo^ 

To isfc for charity. 

Weim«t'a yoong bafie*febted child. 
And she begg'd loud and bold;. 

r ask'd iier what she did* abrolud-^ 
The wind it blew so cold. 

She said her fathec >ras at home. 

And he lay sick in bed. 
And therefore was it she was sent 
T' Abtoad^lbibegfcMJferead. i 

We saw 91; woman sitting down 

Upon a stone to rest. 
She l^d a baby at her^back — 

Another at ber^bseast: 
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I aris'd her why she loiter'd there^-* 

The wiad it was so chill i 
She tum*d her head mid bade the chiU, 

That scream'd bdiindj be atiil. 

She told us that her husband serr'd 

A aoldier fyr away^ 
And therefore to her parish Ae ' 

Was begging back her way« 

We met a girl — her dress wiKS Ibose, 

And sunk^ was her eye^ 
Who. with the wanton's, hollow^ voice 

Addressed the passerVby ; 

I a3kVl her what there was ia gnik 
Th|it couJd her breast allure 

To sbame^ disease^ aad late lem^rse ? 
She answer d she was poor^ 

I tun^'d me to the rich man then» 

For silently stood he^ 
You ask*d me why the poor compJaio^ 

And these have answer-d thee. 



EPIGRAM 

ON DBAMATIC UNITIES. 

On Unitka of Place and Time^ 
Let critics, show a school^boy's skill ; 

Give mc the bard^ whose pow'rs suUime 
Conuoand my fancy al bis will. 

For he whose characters delight^ 
Who ev'ry passion can unfold^ 
Makes me forget time's tardier flighty 

Tbo^ ii\ftot9 io. three hoau girow old* 

I care not where his scenes are hurPd^ 
What iands hia five ads may explore ; 

One — ^in each quarter of the worlds 
The fifth may be^-in all the four. 



m 



SONNET 

ON THE DEATH OF A CANAEY EI1t0« 

Jb AR from the snituy isle^ and vine^hung grove. 
My Qfiattve soil, to. Britain's tempVate sky 

I came to learn the tale vff hopeless love. 
To chaunt its woes to Delia., and to die^ 
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Oft shall the pensive maid those notes recall. 

Whose varied mdody did once engage. 
And oft the tear of kind regret eball &!!> 

As sad she gazes on uiy vacar: cage. 
Yet, gentle mourner, not thy tears or sighs. 

Can life's extinguished taper re-illume ; 
And when for thee despairing Strephon dies. 

Thy angel Pity cannot break bis tomb : : 
Yet now such pow'r is lodged in thy soft eyes. 

One tender glance would clear the morbid gloom. 

Mrs. West. 



THE INDIAN PHILOSOPHEIL 






^^Yhy should onr joys transfiwrm to pafai? 
Why gentle Hymen's silken chain ' - 

A plague of uron prove f 
'Tis strange the \tond'rous charm that binds 
Millions of hands^ should leave their ^minds 

At such a loose from love. 

■ • 

In viain I sought the wond rous cause, 
Rang'd the wild fields of nature's laws. 

And mg'd the schools in vain ; 
Then deep in thought, within my breast 
My soul retir'd, and slumber dress d., 

A bright instructive scene. 
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OVr the brond lands, and cross the tide. 
On fancy's airy horse I ride# 

(Sweet rapture of the mind !) 
Till on the bank of Ganges' flood. 
In a tall ancient grove I stood. 

For sacred use designed. 

Hard by a venerable priest, 

llis'n with his god, the son, from rest. 

Awoke his morning song ; 
Tttrice he conjur'd the murm'ring stream. 
The birth of souls was all his theme. 

And half-divine his tongue. 

'' He sang th' eternal isolling flame. 
That vital mass, that »tiU the same 
Does all our . minds <qompose ; 
But shap'4 io twice lien thousand frames { 
.TheDcejdiflf'ripg souls of diff'riog namei, 
Andja/ring tempers ^ose. 

'' The mighty power that form'd themin|(i 
One mould for every two designed. 

And bless'd the new-born pair;* 
This be a match for this: (he said) ' 
Then down he sent the souls he made. 

To seek them bodies here : 
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^^ But parting from their warm abode 
They lost their fellows on. the road. 

And never joiaM their hands : 
Ah cruel cbancej and crossing fates ! 
Our eastern souk have dropt their mat# 

On £nrope's barbarous lands. 

" Happy the youth that finds the bride. 
Whose birth is to his own ally'd. 

The sweetest joy of life: 
But oh the crouds of wretched souls ^. 
Fetter*d to minds of different moulds. 

And chained t* eternal strife ! 

** Thus sang the wond'rousr Indian* bard 
My sool with vast attention heard, 

Wliiie Ganges ceas'd to flow : 
Sure then (I cry'd) mi^t I but see 
That gentle riymph that twinn'd with me, 

I may be happy too. 

** Some courteous angel, tell me where,^ 
What distant lands this unknown fair. 

Or distant seas detain ? 
Swift as the wheel of nature rolls 
I'd fly, to meet, and mingle souls. 

And wear the joyful chain." 

Weekly Amusement. 
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CONTEMPLATION. 



Contemplation, lovely fair! 

Far from scenes of noise and care» 

Evermore delights to dwell 

In the still sequestered cell : 

Lead me then, propitious power^ 

To thy lonely rural bower ; 

To the silent, shady wood. 

To the rivulet's dimpling flood : 

And, on summer mornings, lead 

To the russet heath or mead : 

To the cot's plain simple door. 

The ploughman's peaceful, happy floor: 

Where Phyllis brings her loaded pail^ 

And young affection lisps its tale; 

Lead to dusky lanes or shades. 

Where tall oaks lift high their beads; 

To the seat of happiness. 

To the garden's lov'd recess ; 

Beds.with pinks and roses gay. 

The pride and boast of June and May. 

Contemplation, nymph serene ! 
Guide to lawns, or upland green. 



' 
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Or near the promontory's sid< 
Let me hear the roaring tide^ 
Hear old Ocean's wild waves foil ;— 
Or the sad knell slowly toll^ 
Or, at gloomy hour of day. 
With me to the church-yard' stray. 
And meditate among the dead ; 
While the sexton plies his spade. 
There peruse the time-worn stones. 
Or, as he turns up human bones. 
Think on what I soon must be. 
Think on vast eteniity : 
Till torches dissipate the gloom. 
And the sable mourners come ; 
Till the venerable priest. 
In his snowy surplice drest. 
Loudly begins the solemn lines, 
A^^ '^ dust to dust," at length consigns. 

. • ^ •. 

Hail! matron lovely, tho' demure," 
Ever chaste and ever pure. 
Diffuse thy balm into my breast,. 
Bring with thee happiness and rest; -^ 
Sooth each melancholy sigh, 
Teach me to live, and teach to die. .- 

Weekly Amusement. 
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THE SONG OF SIMEO.V 

PAUAPHRASED. 

jLis enough — ^the hopr is come^ 

Now within the silent tomb 

• 

Let this mortal frame decay. 
Mingled with its kindred clay ; 
Since thy mercies oft of old 
By thy chosen seers foretold, 
faithful now and stedfast prove^ 
God of truth and God of love! 
Since at length my aged eye 
Sees the day-spring from on high. 
Son of righteousness, to thee 
Lo ! the nations bow the knee. 
And the realms o/ distant kings 
Own the healing of thy wings. 
Those whom death had overspread 
With his dark and dreary shade, ^ 
Lift their eyes and from afar 
Hail the light of Jacob's star ; 
Waiting till the promisM ray 
Turn their darkness into day. 
See the be^ms intensely shed , 

Shine o*er Sion's favour d head. 
Never may they hence remove, 
God of truth and God of love ! 

Ibid. 
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AUTUMN. 

JL AT my tvindow sit^ and see 

Autumn his russet fingers lay 
On ev'ry leaf of evVy tree ; 

I call^ but Summer will not stay. 

She flies, the boasting goddess flies. 
And pointing where th* espaliers shoot^ 

Deserve my parting gift, she cries, 
I take the leaves, but not the fruit* 

Let me the parting gift improve. 

And emulate the just reply. 
As life's short seasons swift remove. 

Ere fixt in Winter's frost I he. 

Health, beauty, vigour, now decline. 
The pride of Summer's splendid day. 

Leaves which the stem must soon resign. 
The mournful prelude of decay. 

But let fair virtue's frait remain. 
Though Summer with my leaves be fled. 

Then, not despis'd, I'll not complain. 
But ciierish Autumn in her stead* 

fVceklj/ Jmusement. 
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A RECEIPT FOR MARRIED LADIES. 



JL AKE of beauty and wit what you happen to have. 
Each as pure and as simple as nature first gave ; 
Mix them up with discretion^ and^ stirring them wel]^ 
Add good humour two handsful^ for taste and for smell; 
Throw in plenty of smiles^ but of frowns very few. 
For they injure each other^ as contraries do ; 
If the good-man's within; sit and chat by his side. 
Lest your silence be construed for sourness or pride ; 
But if ruffled abroad, in a pet he comes home. 
To keep up decorum, your cue must be mum ; ' 
Let your reasoning be soft^ if you mean to reform. 
Reproaches won't mend, but will kindle a storm ; 
With a smile bid him welcome, and part with a sigh ; 
It will make him love home, and add to your joy ; 
Let hLs friends be treated and receiv'd with respect. 
Lest he thinks himself glanc'd at by such a neglect ; 
To these you may add what affection you please. 
But little of fondness, for of love 'tis the lees. 
Let your inclination recede to his will. 
And of all things avoid the genteel dishabille ; 
Work this well together ih the manner of paste, 
Candy'd o'er witll good sense, and I warrant 'twill last. 

Weekly Ammement, 
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CARE AND GENEROSITY, 

I 

A FABLE. 

Old Care, with industry and art. 
At length so well had playVl his part,. 
He heap*d up such an ample store. 
That av'rice could not sigh for more : 
Ten thousand flocks his shepherd told,. 
His coffers overflowed with gold : 
The land all round him was^ his^ own. 
With cora his erouded graaries groan i- 
In short, so vast hfs charge and gain,. 
That to possess them was a pain ^ 
With hi^piness oppressed he lies. 
And much too prudent to he wise. 
Near him there liv'd a beauteous maid„ 
With all the chaims of youth array'd i- 
Good, amiable, sincere, and free ; 
Her name was Generosity. 
' Twas her's the largess to bestow 
On rich and poor, on friend and foe ; 
Her doors to all were open'd wide. 
The pilgrim there might safe abide : . 
For th' hungry and the thirsty crew. 
The bread she broke, the drink she drew ; 
There sickness laid her aching be^d. 
And there distress could find a bed — 
Each hour she with a bounteous hand 
Difius'd her blessings round the land : 
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Her gifts and glory lasted long. 

And numVous was th' accepting throng* 

At length pale Penary seiz'd the dame^ 

And fortune fled, and ruin came ; 

She found her riches at an end. 

And that she had not made one jfriend. — 

All blam*d her for not giving more. 

Nor thought on what she'd done before. 

She wept, she rav'd, she tore her hair ; 

When lo ! to comfort her, came Care— 

And cry*d, "my dear, if you will join 

Your hand in nuptial bonds with mine. 

All will be well — you shall have store. 

And I be plagu'd with wealth no more,-— 

Tho' I restrain your bounteous heart. 

You still shall act the gen'rous part."— ^ 

The bridal came — ^great was the feast. 

And good the pudding and the priest. 

The bride in nine months brought him forth 

A little maid, of matchless worth : 

Her face was mix'd of care and glee. 

They christen'd her Economy ; 

And stiFd her face discretion's queen. 

The mistress of the golden mien. 

Now Generosity confin'd. 

Is perfect easy in her mind ; 

She loves to give, yet knows to spare. 

Nor wishes to be free from Care. 

Weekly Ammement. 
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AN EXCUSE FOR A KISS. 



jiddretted to the Honourable Miss in eonse- 

quence of her being offended at the author^s 
saluting her at a friends table after supper. 



^V"hen pleasure dances in the sparkling eye. 

And the gay moments innocently fly ; 

While social intercourse unbends the heart. 

And nature speaks without the veil of art ; 

If strongly tempted by this scene of bliss, 

Th' unguarded moital dares to snatch a kiss ! 

Though rigid custom should the deed disown. 

And nature claim it for her act alone. 

The gen'rous bosom may th' offence forgive. 

Disarm the frown, and bid th' offender live. 

Yet while contrition marks your suppliant's prayV, 

Who honours prudence in the youthful fair ; 

May no cold maxims ever disapprove 

The kiss of friendship ! or the sigh of love ! 

W. T. Fitzgerald, Esq. 
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ON LOVE. 



Ijovb's no irregular desire. 

No sudden start of raging pain^ 
Which in a moment grows on fire^ 

And in a moment cools again : 
Not found in the sad sonnetteer. 

That sings of darts, despair, and chains. 
And by whose dismal verse 'tis clear 

He wants not heart alone, but brains. 



Nor does it centre in the beau. 

Who sighs by rule, in order dies; 
Whose ALL consists in outward shew> 

And want of wit by dress supplies. 
No ; Love is something so divine. 

Description would but make it less : 
'Tis what we feel, but can't define ; 

' Tis what we know^ but can't express. 

Weekly Amusement, 
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SONG. 



JLhe parent bird^ whose little nest 

Is by its teiider young possessed. 

With spreading wings^ and downy breast^ 

Doth dierish them with love ; 
But soon as nature plumes their wings^ 
And guides their flight to groves and sprlngSj 
Quite udconcern'd the parent sings^ 

Regardless where they rove. 



But hapless we, of humaii race. 
The lasting cares of life embrace. 
And still our best affections place 

On what procures us pain ; 
For children, as their years increase. 
Increase our cares, and spoil oar peace : 
Paternal love can never cease. 

But ever will remain. 

^ Mary Goldsmith. 
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SONG. 



lir HEN first this humble roof I kaeir. 

With vsurious cares I strove ; 
My graio was scarce^ my sheep were few. 
My all of life was love* 

By mutual toil our board was dres8*d> 
The spring our drink bcstowM ; 

But when her lip the brim had pres&'dj 
The cup with nectar flow*d. 

Content and peace the dwelling shar^d^ 

No other guest came nigh ; 
In them was giv'iij^ tho' gold was spar^dj 

What gold could never buy. 

No value has a splendid lot» 

But as the means to prove 
That, from the castle to the cot. 

The ail of. life is love. 

Myrtle and Vine* 



24 



SONG* 



JL HAVE a silent sorrow here^ 

A grief 1*11 ne*er impart. 
It breathes no sigh, it sheds no tear. 

But it consumes my heart ! 

This cherish'd woe, this lov'd despair. 

My lot for ev^r be ; 
So, my soul's lord, the pangs I bear 

Be never known by thee* 

And when pale characters of death 

Shall mark this altei'd cheeky 
When my poor wasted trembling breath. 

My life's last hope would speak-^ 

I shall not raise my eyes to heav'n. 

Nor mercy ask for me ; 
My soul despairs to be forgiv'a, 

Unpardon'd, love, by thee. 

Sheridan. 
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THE PURSUIT OF HEALTH. 



Onb April mom^ reclin*d inbed^ 

Just at the hoar when dreams are true^ 

A fairy form approach'd my head^ 
Smiling beneath her mantle blue. 

*' Fie, fie !" she cry'd, ''why sleep so long. 
When she, the nymph you dearly love. 

Now roves the vernal flowers among. 
And waits for you in yonder grove f 

'' Hark ! you may hear her cherub voice : 
The voice of Health is sweet and clear : 

Yes, you may hear the birds rejoice 
•In symphony, her arbour near.** 

I rose, and hastened to the grove. 
With eager steps and anxious mind ; 

I rose the elfin's truth to prove. 
And hop'd the promised nymph to find* 

Mj fairy took me by the hand. 
And cheerfully we stepped along ; 

She stopp*d, but on the new-plough'd land. 
To hear the russet woodlark's song. 
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We reach'd the grove — ^I look'd around. 

My fairy was no longer near ; 
But of her voice I knew the sound. 

As thus she whisper'd in my ear : 

'' The nymph^ fair Health, you came to find. 
Within these precincts loves to dwell; 

Her breath now fiUs the balmy wind ; 
This path will lead you to her ceU." 

I i)ended to the primrose low. 

And ask'd if Health might there reside ? 
'^ She left OK," said the flow'r, *" but now. 

For yonder vilet's jHirple pride." 

I questioned next the vi'let queen. 

Where buxom Health was to be found ? 

She told me that *^ she late was seen 
With cowslip's toying on the ground.** . 

Then thrice I kiss'd the cowslips pak. 
And in their dew-drops bath'd my face^ 

I told them all my tender tale. 
And begg*d their aid coy Health to teace. 

*' From us," exclaimed a lowly flow'r, 

^^ The nymph has many a day been gone; 

But now she rests within the bowV 
Where yonder hawthorn blooms alone.*^ 
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"Quick to that bowV I ran^ I flew, 

And yet no nymph I there could find; 

But fresh the breeze of morning blew> 
And Spring was gay^ and Flora kind* 

If I returned sedate^ and slow, 

What^ if the nymph I could not see? 

The blush that pass'd along my brow 
Was proof of her divinity. 

And still her votary to prove^ 

And still her dulcet smiles to sbare^ 

III tread the fields, rU haunt the grove. 
With untiled steps and fondest care. 

O sprite belov*d! vouchsafe to give 

A boon, a precious boon to me ; 
Within thy influence let me live. 

And sometimes too thy beauties see. 

So shall the muse, in nobler verse^ 
And strength renewed, exulting sing; 

Thy praise, thy charms, thy power rehearse. 
And sweep^ with bolder hand, the string. 

JSeloc*8 Miscdlanits. 
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MIDNIGHT THOUGHTS. 



J[iOCK*o are the golden gates of day^ 
' Tis thinej O Night ! the key to keep ; 

Morpheusj ia velvet's soft array» 
Has hush*d the busy world to sleep. 

Now Fancy waves her magic rod^ 
And^ roving^ spreads her airy wings ; 

Now flatter d kings assume the God^ 
And dreaming vassals ape their kings. 

The lover^ free from hopes and fears^ 

In ecstasy imparts the kiss ; 
The nymph undone^ forgets her tears^ 

Exulting in imagined bliss. 

Deception all ! 'tis thus through life^ 
Our passions grasp at each extreme ; 

Pleasure and pain's eternal strife 
Convince us life is all a dream. 

Yet hail ! kind sleep^ in poppies drest^ 
Health's sweetest sister^ queen of peace ! 

In thee distinction sinks to rest ; 
In thee our daily troubles cease* 
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Thy willing captives bless thy chain^ 
Yet slaves at thy command are free ; 

Poets and princes own thy reign^ 
And stand on equal terms in thee \ 

But like the sons of gay delight^ 
When most thy visits sorrow needs. 

Too oft thou tak'st a distant flight. 
And death's eternal sleep succeeds. 

Eternal ? No !— his transient reign. 
Like thine, shall revolution see ; 

The solemn trump shall break his chain,. 
And set whole realms of captives free. 

And thee, O Night ! the muse shall hail. 
Whose awful gloom the soul invades ; 

Suns in their burning spheres may fail. 
But thou shalt triumph in thy shades. 

Ere order sprang in depths profound. 
Thy universal sway was known ; 

Chaos, thy ruder brother, own'd 
The ancient sceptre thine alone. 

A* 

see ! obsequious to thy nod. 
Dividing clouds obedient fly ; 

See the drawn curtains of a God 
Unfold the glories of the sky. 



so 

View 4e amazing canopy ; 

The wide^ the wonderfol expanse f 
Let each bold infidel agree 

That God is theie^ unknown to chance^ 

There the enchanting volume read^ 
Where world's illumined fill the page ;. 

Where radiant orbs their maker plead^. 
And in bis great behests engs^. 

There learned dunces of the schools^ 
Behold the language stars can teach ; 

Then^ bending^ own Jehovah's rules. 
Beyond the power of human reach. 

Christopher Jones, a Journeyman Weavtt^ 



ODE TO MORNING, 



Jlhe sprightly messenger of day. 
To heav'ri ascending, tunes the lay 

That wakes the tuneful morn : 
Cheer'd with th' inspiring notes, I rise. 
And hail the Pow*r, whose glad supplies 

Th' enliven'd plains adorn. 
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Far hence retire, O Night ! thy praise^ 
Majestic queen ! in nobler lays 

Already has been sung : 
When thine own spheres expire, thy naine^ 
Secure from time, shall rise in fame, 

Immortaliz'd by Young. 

See, whil^ I speak, Aurora sheds 
Her early honours o'er the meads. 

The springing valleys smile; 
With cheerful haste, the village swaia 
Renews the labours of the plain,. 

And meets th' accustom'd toiL 



Day's monarch comes to bless the year ! 
Wing'd zephyrs wanton round his car ; 

Along the asthereal road 
Plenty and health attend his beams. 
And truth, divinely bright ! proclaims 

The visit of the God. 



Aw*d by the view, my soul reveres 

The great first Cause, that bade the spheres 

In tuneful order move : 
Thine is the sable-mantled night. 
Unseen Almighty ! and the light 

The radiance of thy love. 
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Hark ! the aw^ken'd grove repays 
With melody the genial taya^ 

And echo spreads the strain ; 
The streams in grateful murmurs run^ 
The bleating flocks salute the sun> 

And music glads the plain. 

While nature thus her charms displays. 
Let me enjoy the fragrant breeze. 

That op'ning flow'rs diffuse ; 
Tej?ip'rance and innocence attend, 
Tliese are your haunts, your influence lend. 

Associates of the muse. 



Riot and guilt, and wasting care. 
And fell revenge, and black despair. 

Avoid the morning's light : 
Nor beams the sun, nor blooms the rose^ 
Their restless passions to compose. 

Who virtue's dictates slight. 

Along the mead, and in the wood. 
And on the margin of the flood. 

The goddess walks confessed ; 
She gives the landscape pow'r to charm^ 
The sun his genial heat to warm 

The wise and geu'rous breast. 



Happj the mftQ ! whose tmnqiiil aund 
Sees Nature in bef changes kind. 

And pkas'd the whole surveys ; 
For bim the mom beaignly smiles. 
And ev'ning shades reward the toils 

That xQeasure out his days. 

The varying year may shift the scene^ 
The sounding tempest lash the maiuj 

And heaves own thunders roll ; 
Compos'd he views the bursting storm. 
Tempests nor thunder can deform 

The calmness of hb souL 

C.B. 



SONNET, 

^ADDRESSED TO THE RBV* W. L. BOWLES. 

PorRy pour again, sweet bard, thy wonted strains. 
Soft let them breathe on Sorrow's list*ning ear : 

For who like thee so tenderly complains. 
Stealing from Pity's eye the ready tear! 

Resume thy lyre, and with a master^s hand 
Awake its chords that now neglected' lie ; 

Around each lover of the muse shall standi 
Bath'd in delicious floods of harmony* 

4 



I 
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Nor thou r^ise this weakj tho* willing lajT; 

Nor^ with contempt, the feeble praise regard 
Of her, whoj m she wanders on her way, 

Fonna a mde chaplet for her fev*rite bard ; 
Whose melting strains eongeoial virtue beau. 
And weeps^ and sa^iles, rejoicing in her team. 

JIfm Locke, 



DESCRIPTION , 

OF THE MANNEK OF LIFE OF A CKLBBBATEA 

WRl.TER, 

Written 6y himself. 

Jl FAs$ the silent rural hour. 
No slave to wealth, no tool to powV. 
My mansion^s warm, and very neat ; 
You'd say, a pretty snug* retreat. 
My rooms no costly paintings grace. 
The humbler print supplies their place* 
Behind the house my garden liea^ 
And opens to the southern skies : 
The distant hills gay prospects yield. 
And plenty smiles in evVy field. 

The faithful mastiff is my guard. 
The feather'd tribes adorn my yai*d ; 
Alive my joy, my treat when* dead. 
And their soft plumes improve my bed 
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My i^&n rewards me all the can^ 
(Brutes leave ingratitude to man 
She> daily tfaankfitl to her lord^ 
.CrowiTs With neetaneons. tireetB my board. 
Am I di^as'd ;*^ cbe eure is Icaown^ 
Her &(w«eterjiiieeft mend my owo. 

I love my house, aod seldom roam. 
Few visits please me more than home. 
I pity that unhappy e)f 
Who loves all company bat sdf^ 
By idle passions botne away 
To op'ra^ masqaerade^ or play ; 
Fond of those hives where folly reigns. 
And Britain's'peers receive her chains. 

Do not arnaigtt my want of taste. 
Or sigh to ken wbete joys are plac'd. 
They widely «rr, who think me blind. 
And I disclaim a stoic's mind, 
like yours at« my sensatierns qaite ^ 
I only strive tofeel artght^ 
My joyff, tike streams^ glide gently by, 
Tho' small, t^ir cfaanneLnever dry ; 
Keep a still, even fruitful wave, 
^nd bless the netghyring meads they lave. 

My fortnne (for I'll mention all. 
And more than yon dare tell) is small ; 
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Yet ev*ry firiend parUlces my store. 
And want goes smiling from my door* 
Will forty shillings warm the breast 
Of worth, or industry distress*d ? 
This sum I cheerfnlly impart ; 
'Tis fourHKX>re pleasures to my heart : 
And you may make, by means like these. 
Five talents ten whene'er you please. 
'Tis true my little purse grows light ; 
But then I sleep so sweet at night ! 
This grand specific will prevail. 
When all the doctor's opiates foil. 

You ask what p»ty I pursue ? 
Perhaps you mean ** whose fool are you i**^ 
The names of party I detest. 
Badges of slavery at best ! 
I've too much grace to play the knave. 
And too much pride to turn a slave. 

I love my country from my soul. 
And grieve when knaves or fools controL 
I'm pleas'd, when vice or foUy smart. 
Or at the gibbet or the cart : 
Yet always pity, where I can. 
Abhor the guilt, but mourn the man» 

Weekly Amusement* 
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SONG. 



Sweet are the charms of her I love. 
More fragrant than the damask rose. 

Soft as the down of tartle-dove^ 
Gentle as winds when zephyr Uows* 

Refreshing as descending rains 

To sun-burnt climes and thirsty plaint. 



True as the needle to the pole. 

Or as the dial to the sun. 
Constant as gliding waters roll. 

Whose swelling tides obey the moon ; 
From ev ry other diarmer free, 
My life and love shall follow thee. 



Hie lamb the flow'ry thyme devours, 
The dam the tender kid pursues. 

Sweet Philomel, in shady bow'rs 
Of verdant spring, her notes renews ^ 

All follow what they most admire. 

As I pursue my soul's desire. 



Nature must change her beauteous face^ 
And vary as the seasons rise ; 

As winter to the spriHi^-gives place^ 
Summer th* approach of autumn flies: 

No change in love the seasons bring. 

Love only knows perpetual spring. 

/ 4 ■< " • • » ,' ■ 
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Devouring lime, with stealing pa6e> ^ 
Makes lofty oaks atid ^cedars'iiow^- 

And marble tow'rs^ a^d walisbf bmsB,- ^ 
In his rude march he levels low : 

But tiitrcj.destroying fkr imd wide, . 

Love from tbe soul dan oe'er divide; ^'^' 
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Death, ouly^ w^th his tnrttel da^' ^ ^^ 
The gentle godhead can remove. 

And drive him from the bleeding heart, '/ 
To mingle with the hiest above ; • > 

Whore, known to all tik kindred train, > 'C 

He finds a lasling r^t fi^ofii pam. ~ ^ 

Lovifty and Im sister fair, the Soul, '■■■■'- 
. Twift-born> from hea?'n together <rame; 
Love M^ill thfe universe control, - 

When dyiag fteasons loseiheir name ; 
Divine abodes shall own his pow'r. 
When time and death shall be no more. 

Booth. 
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SONG. 



Banished by yoor severe command, 

I m^e an awful^ sad retreal. 
To some moce bpapitable land. 

But sttall I tbea my fair forget t 

No, there 1 11 obarm the Ibt'ning thropg. 

With jrepetitioos of your name ; 
My passion tell in plaintive song. 

And, sadly peBaive, sooth, my flame. 

» « 
With inbred sighs,, the grateful svakts 

My tale mil beg me to? renew ; 
Sweetly appealed,. beguile their pains. 

Transported whan I speak of yoiu. 

But, should some carious youth demand 
. Why from my beauteous theme I stray. 
With what confusion should I stand. 
What wou!d my charmer have me say i 
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THE QUEEN OF FRANCE TO HER 

CHILDREN, 

JUST BEFORE HER EXECUTION. 

IFrom my prifiOD with joy could I go, 
And with sasiies meet the savage decree. 

Were it only to sletp frona my woe. 
Since the grave holds no terrors £or me. 

But from yo«i, O my children, to part ! 

Oh ! a coward, I melt at my doom ; 
Ye draw me to earth, and my heart 

Sighs for life, and shxinks back from the tomb. 

List, list not to calumny^s He, 

For I know not of guilt or its fears; 

And when at my fate ye will sigh. 
My ghost shall rejoice in your tears* 

In blessings, ah ! take my last breath ! : 

Dear babes of my bosom, adi^ ! 
May the clood be dispersed by my deaths 

And open a sanabine for y ou« 

Peter Pindar- 
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THE GOLDEN AGE OF LOVE. 

The occasion that g»ve rise to die followiag Toem may require 

explanation. — ^A lady had pmented to the author an emUeaw- 
tical drawing accompanied hy the following lines t 



** Tel Jul V ammtr auSietU Jf vr^tm me ie tmuve phis^ mmU «fi 

le cherche tMcwe-^ offrant qu' un coeur a la Beanie, mmi 
mid que la, yerite, tans armes comme t Innocence^ saiu aUit 
€omme la Constance.^ 

Soft as the down descends to deck 
The fdumage of die cygnet's neck^ 
Soft as die silent zephyrs breathe^ 
Nor wake the slnmb'ring wave beneath. 
Thy pencil's light and Aadowy line 
Describes the delicate design : 
Union of taste and skill to prove 
Such ''in the gcdden age was Love*** 



See where yon infiint, Cupid, stands :-^ 
His arm the subject globe commands ^-*- 
There pours his torch, the living fire 
Of joy, and hope, and bold desire ; 
Around his aiur lies the bow 
That lays the strongest warrior low ; 
And darts of thriUing force, that prove 
What ^'ia the goidm age was Love." 



Yet why, where Love in height sublioie 
Triumphant rules o'er fate and time. 
Where his full quiver's feathVy pride 
Proclaims o'er all his empire wi<ie;f 
Why on his altar's trophy'd basie 
Would'st thou the name of FRiENDSfiip trace? 
Not to this heart'can friendship prove 
What '' in the golden age was Love.'' 



Friendship ! the cold, relu<^tant nami^. 
Would quench the warmest, tend'rest fiaine : 
See, where love lights his living lamp ! 
The ^sacred fire shall friendship damp ^ ' 
Love's arrow in my breast I feel ; 
No wound of Love can friendship heal. 
Ah, never can thy friendship prove 



And '^ cannot Love on earth be found, 
Tho* sought of all* tlife worid around ?** 
Is the bright charm thy hand pbrtfay'd 
Now vanish'd to an empty shade ? 
Ah no !— within this faithful breast 
Still reigns the pow'r of Love confest ; 
And still to thee its truth shall prove 
Such ''in the golden age was Love.'* 
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Ah me I methiaks I hear thee say, * 
No hearts. the powV of Love obey ; 
No constant bard^bis. aid invoke^ 
No bosom8:,9^k his flow, ry yoke ; 
Stern avVice breaks his trampled hoiWy 
;Tb^ myjctle wttfaees on his browj 
Whik sparce a leaf remains to prove 
What '' i^ the golden age. was Love." 



I l>$^nd to Love's triumphant throne, 
*' I give to thee one heart alone." 
Ah! when far hence compell'd to go, 
I drag the tortVing chain of woe, 
Tho' many a faif may seek mine eye. 
To thee I'll pour the faithful sigh ; 
And, spite of time and absence, prove 
SuQhr'fin the golden age was Love," 



Sei?, hoyp in native beauty rise ! 
Like ^ Truth," the god rejects disguise ; 
Like ''Innocence," he bear^ no arms 
To shield his breast from, vain alarms ; 
Like '' Constancy," unwont to stray. 
He sprea^ds no wing to speed away. 
How well Emilia's h?md can prove 
What ^' in tl|e golden age was Love ! " 
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Ob^ dare I hope the beauteous maid 
Her Alfred's heart had there portray'd ! 
That hearty like '' Truth/* each thought uaveil'd^ 
No wand'riDg wish from her copceal'd ; 
Like ** Innocence,'* unarm'd to bear 
Tlie wound her eye inflicted there ; 
And, firm as '' Constancy/' should prove 
This is the aoLDSN agb of Love* 

E. Swift, Esg. 



SONG. 



Cease to blame my melancholy. 
Though with sighs and folded arms, 
I muse with silence on her charnls ; 

Censure not — 1 know 'tis folly. 

Yet these mournful thoughts possessing. 

Such delights I find in grief^ 

That, could heaven afford relief. 
My fond heart would scorn the blessing. 

Sir John Moore. 
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EPITAPH. 



EDWARD BURTON, 



ATTORNET AT LAW, IN CHE8TEEF1BLD, 



Ditd Jpril 23, 178^ 



atfikS^ 



A. TEN DEE husband, and a friend sincere. 

Consigned to earth, implores the silent tear ; 

Leam'd in the laws, he ne'er warp*d their sense 

To sheher vice, or injure innocence ; 

But firm to truth, by no mean interest mov^d. 

To all dispensed that justice which he loVd ; 

Virtue oppressed he taught her rights to know>^ 

And guilt detected feared the coming blow. 

Thus humbly useful, and wiAout offence. 

He fil rd the circle marVd by Providence ; 

In age completing, what his youth began* 

*^ The noblest work of God, — an honest man.'* 

Chesterfield, Derbyshire, 
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EPITAPH. 

Here tyeth interred the body of REBECCA BERRY the 
Wife of THOMAS ELTON, of STRATFORD LE BOW, 
Gent, who departed this life April 26, 1796, aged 52 vearj 

Come, Ladies, you that would appear 

like angels fair, come, dress you here ; 

Come, dress you at this marble stone. 

And make diat' humble grtu;e ybur own. 

Which once adom'd as fair a mind 

As e'er yet lodg'd in Womdn kind : 

So she was dress'd, whose humble life 

Was free from pride, was free from strife ; 

Free from all envious brawls aiid jars. 

Of human«l]fe the ciyi) wars ; 

These ne*er disturbed her peaeefi^] mind. 

Which still was gentle, still Was kind. 

Her very looks, her garb, her mien, 

Disclos'd the humble soul within. 

Trace her thro' ev'ry scene of life. 

View her as widow, Virgitt, wife ; 

Still the saniie humble she appears> ' 

The same in youth, the sathe in years; 

The same in low, in high estate. 

Ne'er v:ex*d with this, ne'er mov'd with that. 

Go, Ladies, now, aiid if you^ be 

As fair, as great, as good as she. 

Go learn of her humility. ^ ^ 

Stepney, Middlesex. 



■ If. 
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VERSES, 

WRITTEN DUEIMO A FIT 09 SICKNESS. 

1 

jEiACH hour my spirits and my strength decay, , 
Each hour my cares and all my ills increase^ 

In pain and lassitude I drag the day. 

Bankrupt of joy, and stranger e'en to ease. 

• 

And wheajjie world's great Aesculapius, Sle^^^ 
His halcyon balm distils through ev'ry tMfeas^, 

Forbids calamity Dwhile to wie^p. 
And gives Despair himself a transient rest ; ; 

■ • ' ' .' *' 

My eyes alone, rebellioiua to bis. pow'r, 

Reiuse his friendly edicts to obey ; 
At night the rigpux of my fate deplore, ! 

Long for the daji^ii^ yet dread the coming d^y ! 

JciAii Lard Ucrvy. 



TO A lady;, 

WITH A PQCKET; LpQJ^l^G-QLASS^ 

Written by hur Husband* 

. XP yqu, dear. Wife, (and all must grant 
. A Wife no ^ommpn con^dantie), 
I dare my secret jsoul reveal, 
. ^ Whate'er I think, whatever I feel j 
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This verse^ for instance^ I design 
To mark a female friend of mine. 
Whom king with passion's warmest glee 
I've seen, and could for ever see. 
But hear me first describe the dame ; 
If candour then can Uame me— blame* 
I've seen her charm, at forty, more 
Than half her sex at twenty-four; 
Seen her, with equal pow'r and ease. 
Draw right to rule, from will to please; 
Seen her so frankly give, and spare 
At once, widi so discreet a care. 
As if her sense, and her s alone. 
Could limit bounty like her own ; 
Seen her in Nature*s simplest guise. 
Above arts, airs, and &shions, rise ; 
And when her peers she had surpassed. 
Improve upon herself at last ; 
Seen her, in short, in ev'ry part. 
Discernment, temper, figure, heart. 
So perfect, that, 'till Heav'n remove her, 
I must admire, court her, love her. 

Molly, I speak the thing I mean. 
So rare a woman I have seen ; 
And send this honest glass.^ that you. 
Whene'er you please, may see her too ! 

Bishop. 
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EPITAPH 

ON TUB I.ATE JOHN ELWKS, ESO. 

Kir ERE to man's JH>noiio or to man's disgrace 
Lies a strong picture of the human race ; 
In Elwes' form — whose spirit^ heart, and mimlj 
Virtue and vice in firmest tints combined. 
Rough was the rock, but blended deep with ore. 
And base the mass, that many a diamond bore ; 
Meanness to grandeur, folly join'd to sense. 
And av'rice coupled with benevolence ; 
Whose lips ne*er broke a truth, nor hands a trust. 
Were sometimes warmly kind, and always just ; 
With powers to reach ambition*s highest birth. 
He sunk a mortal, grov'ling to the earth ; 
Lost in the lust of adding pelf to pelf; 
Poor to the poor ; still poorer to himself. 
A foe to none, to many oft a friend ; 
Callous to giv^, through readiness to lend. 
In each amusement, temperance was his taste, 
A virtuous habit from the dread of waste ; 
To pleasure*s joys he virtue's joys deny'd^ 
Want all his fear, and riches all his pride ; 
Yet, ev'n that fear, which bent to all but stealth. 
Ne'er in his country's plunder dug for wealth; 
Caird by heir voice— tut call'd without expeuce— 
His nobler nature rous'd in her defence ; 

5 
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And in the senate^ laVring in her cause. 

The firmest guardian of her fairest laws 

He stood ; — ^and, each instinctive taint above. 

To evVy bribe preferr'd a people's love. 

But still, with no stem patriotism fir'd. 

Wrapt up in wealth, to wealth again retir'd; I 

By pen'ry guarded from pride s sickly trsun. 

Living a length of days without a pam, / 

And, adding to the million never trvM, 

Lov'd, pity'd, scornd, and iHHiour'ci — Elwes dy^^iJ. 

In this contracted character we see 

Wealth lovM for wealth is study'd misery; 

Who with siich parching avarice is curst. 

Feels of all pangs of pen«ry tlie woi*st ; 

For w'hile the springs of plenty' round him rise. 

Dreading to taste, he thirsts^ — and, thirsting, dies ! 

Learn from this proof that, in life's tempting scene, 

Man is a compound of the great and mean i 

Discordant €(ua)ities together ty*d. 

Virtues in him, and vices ate ally-d ; 

The sport of follies, or of crimes the heir, 

"We all the mixture of an Elwes ^are ; 

Pond'ring his faults then — ne'er bis worth disown. 

But in his nature, recollect tkhie own ; '. 

With humble awe thy mingled map sui-vey, 

A soul of spirit in a frame of clay ; 

And think, for life and pardon, where to trust. 

Was Gpod not mercy, when bife creature's dust. . 

Antkual Regisier. 
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SONG. 

Far from the arms of her I love. 

By fate too cmel doomM to sigh. 
To desert climes forlorn 1 rove : 

How lighter far the task, to die ! 
Whea from- my sool's soft treasure torn. 

Will Delia think- on Colin's name i 
In fency hear the exile mourn. 

In fancy see his scmtows stream? 

Say, will not fear a pang inspire. 

When winds the monntain billows form. 
When lightnings flash their forky fire. 

And awfal thunder swells the storm i 
*A dread will surely then prevail. 

Thy «oul a kind compassion move. 
When mem'ry tells the tender tale 

Of all my woes, and hapless love. 

Then *will thy fancy paint the swain 

Aghast, on life's extremest .verge. 
Now struggling in the roaring main — 

Now dead, and^unk beneath the surge. 
Yet let not visions thus alarm 

Thy soft and feeling heart with fear ; 
For thee. Heaven shields my head from harm. 

To save such innocence a tear. 
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A TALE, 



No plate had John and Joan to hoards 
Plain folk in bumble plight ; 

One only taokttrd crown'd tlieir board. 
And that was fiird each night. 

Along whose inner bottom sketcli d. 

In pride of chubby grace. 
Some rude engraver^s hand had eu^hM 
^ A baby angel's face. 

« 

John swallow's first a moderate sup ; 

But Joan was not like John ; 
For, when her lips once tou^ .I'd the cup. 

She swiird till all was gone. 

John often urg'd her to drink fair. 

But she ne'er chang'd a jot ; 
She lov'd to see the suigel there. 

And therefore drain'd the pot* 

When John found all remonstrance vain. 

Another card he played. 
And where the angel stood so plain. 

He got a devil portray*d. 
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Joan saw the faoms^ Joan saw the tail. 

Yet Joan as stonily quaff 'd ; 
And ^ver^ as she seisM her ale^ 

She clear'd it at a draught. 

John star*d, with wonder petrify'd^ 

His hair rose on his pate ; 
And '' why dost guz«)e now/ he cry'd^ 

^' At this enormous rate." 

^^ Oh John/ said she, ^ am I to blame f 

I can't in conscience stop ; 
For sure 'twould be a burning shame 

To leave the devil a diop." 

Bishop^ 



TOM JONES. 

jThe beau buys Fielding's works complete; 

Each page with rapture cons, 
Sophia's finds in ev'ry street. 

And is himself Tom Jones. 

To sbme gay girl his vows are giv'n. 

And soon he learns to tell. 
That, when she smiles, he is in heav*!!^ 

And, when she frowns, in hell. 






Ague or influenza soon • 

Comes on ; he weds a wife ; ' * 
The warm fit ends with one short moon^ 

T*he cold fit lasts'for fife.^ 

Beattie, 
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THE DYING DAUGHTER TO HER 

MOTHER. 

]M[oTHBit ! when these unsteady lines 

Thy long averted eye shall- see^ 
This hand that writes^ this heait that pin^, • 

Will coldy quite cold and tranqiiil hei ' 

That guilty child, Oolong di»&i«>n*d> 

Can then, blest thought! no more offend ; 

And should'st thou deem my'Crimesatori*d>' 
O deigti my orphan to befriend : — ' > *- 

That orphan; whOi ifith tteitfbling'hmd- ^-''* 
To thee wiH give my' dying^prayV ;-^' * ' 

Canst thou mjr dying pray^irwid^staiid,^ ^^ ^ "^ 
And from myi^hikt withheld thy ♦cure ?'« 

O raise the veft which hi^des her ^he^i'^ i > -^ 
Nor start h^r'moiher^s^ffiee ^tb^see, : /•' 

But let her Ibdk thy love bespcak,-^r>» '-^ ' '^ 
For on^e dutt £fece was^ dear to the<^ > ^ ^ 
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Gaze on — and thoult perehapoe forget 
The long, the mournfol hpe of yean. 

Thy couch wUh teajra of anguish vet. 
And e en the guilt which caused those lean. 

And in my pure and artier child 
Thou'lt think her mother meets thy vievTt 

Such as ihe-Waswhen life fiiBt sQuI'd^ 
And guilt by name aloQe iriife knew. 

Ah ! tlj^n I fi^ ihee o*er h^ diarma 

A look of. fond affection cast ; * 
I see/th^e claapt hor. in tbiw. arrna^ . 

And in the fpnastiitrlqse the past 

Bat soon tb^ dear illnsioa flies ; 
: Hie sad reiJity retuma ; 
My crimes again .to mtemVy rise. 
And, ah ! in %ua my orp|ian mourns: 

Till siidde^Iy some keen remorse^ 

Some deep r^gf^ bee ckwia.slian aid. 

For wmth that beid «tQp k^g itp course. 
Forewords of peiic^ too long de^ay'd. 

For pardon^moat, alas L deny'd 

When pardon HiigbtJiaYesnatdii'd from shame) 
And kindne^,.hadst thon Idndnesl tried. 

Had cheek-d my giuU>.^id.«iiv'di9y fame. 
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And then thou'lt wigh, as I do ncfwr, 

Thy band mj humbie bed had smooth'cf^ 

Wip*d the chill moisture off my brow> 
And all the wants of sickness soothed. 

For^ oh ! the means to sooth my pain 

My poverty has stiU dcn/d; 
And tboii wilt wish^ ah ! wish in vain. 

Thy riclies bad those means su[^)ly'd« 

Thou'lt wish^ with keen repentance wnrng^ 
I'd clos'd my eyes npon thy breast^ 

Expiring^ while thy fisltVing tongue 
Pardon in kindest tones expressed* 

O sounds which I must nerer hear ! 

Through years of woe my fond desire ! 
O mother^ spite of all> moatdear ! 

Must I unblest by thee expire i 

Thy love alone I call to mind^ 
And all thy past disdain forget^-r- 

Each keen reproach^ each frown unkind. 
That crush'd my hopes when last we met. 

But when I saw that angry brow. 

Both health and youth were still my own ; 
O mother ! could'st thou see me now. 

Thou would^st not have the heart to frown. 
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But see ! my orphan's cheek dispkys 
Both youth and health's carnation dies. 

Such as on mine in happier days 
So fondly charm'd thy partial eyes. 

Grief o'er her bloom a yeil now draws. 
Grief her lov'd parent's pangs lo see ; 

And when thou think'st upon the cause. 
That pcdeness will have charms for thee. 

And thou wih fmdfy press that oheek. 

Bid happiness its blo<mi restore. 
And thns in tend'rest aecents speak, 

^^ Sweet orphan, thou sbalt weep no more.'' 

But wilt thou i^tms indulgent be? 

O ! am I not by bdpe beguil'd ? 
The long, long anger shown to me. 

Say, will it not potsne my child? 

And must she sniFer for my crim€? 

Ah ! no ;• — forbid it gracious heaven ! 
And grant, O grant ! in thy good time, 

That she be loVd, and I forgiven ! 

Mr$. OpU* 
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A WISH. 



7hiio*' groves seqvester'd^ dark; and 9liH> 
Low.vAlety'flncI SMssycdk amopgy 

In silent {)aths» tbe naoieleMoU > 
With liquid murmurs steals along ; 

Awhile it plays ^Mi eirelto^ 99n€^, 
And ling-ring.wiiids ito native ^h. 

Then poursimpeUKMis down^the^steep^ 
And miagles with the boundless main« 

O ! let my yeaathas devtoos gbde 
Through silent soeiies> obscively oalin ; 

Nor weakh nor strife palliite the tide» i 
Nor honour's sanguiawry palm. 

When labour ttfesj and pleasure 'palls^ > 
Still let the stream untroubled lie t^' 

As down the ste^ep of age' it fidib; ^ » \ 
And mingles with eternity I v ' ' 

Dr. Hawkswortk. 

* ' \ 

■ • • •• ■ \-.: ■ : ' ;■' ••• ^. 1 

r 
' •' -. •■.t' - / 
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THE SAILOR BOY. 



Written by Mr. Bowden, ^f Frome, SemfrstUhire, 
on accqmpaiying km Son wka mm$ to embark on 
hoard the TrUoH. 



Calm was iIk sea, the sky was fair, 
iUid gently blew the prosp'rous. gale, 

Wbea from an elevated rock 
I ssm the Triton a flowing saiL 

In gallant trim sbepkiigh'dtbe waves. 
Whilst high upon the giddyiOiast. 

The daring aea4My nimblyclimb'd, . 
And wliistled tf> the. rising blast* ' 

Prostrate upon the ground I fell. 
My bosom. &U:of hop^ and fear, : 

And, liftoig up my hai^ds.to besi/sr'n, 
I thus poar!d out a parent's pray *r:. 



« \ 



Oh ! thou great Ruler of the skies, 
Thou, who canst save or canst destroy. 

From ev'ry harm, by sea and land. 
Oh ! guard my little Sailor Boy. 
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When tempests rattle o'er die main. 
And even seamen shrink with dread. 

May some commissionM cherub shield 
And guard his unprotected head. 

He was the first hem of my scuis. 
His father's hope, his mother's joy. 

Oh ! to their fond and anxious arms 
Restore their much-lov'd Sailor Boy* 

In battle may he win the day. 
And ride Crinmplmnt o'er the waves, - 

Fight gallantly in freedom's cause. 
But never, never league with slaves. 

And when the glorious day is won. 
And shouts of vict'ry rend the sky. 

When high in air the streamers float, 
And British flags triumphant fly ; 

Oh 1 then, when Neptune^s sons exult. 
And ev'ry heart beats high with joy. 

In safety to his native shore 
Bring back my conq'ring Sailor Boy* 



r 
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VERSES, 

OecasioTped by the pmillanimom conduct of a Magis-' 
tratt, in a Riot which happened at Frome, in 
Somersetshire* 

JL E conservatort of die public peace. 
Who iu your country's service pas» your days. 
Who deal impartial justice liere aad there. 
And make the laws your study and your care. 
To you the muse now dedicates her lay. 
And states a fact which happened t'other day. 

A large tumultuous body of tlie poor 
Assembled lately at a tradesman's door. 
With honest, but nustaken zeal inspired. 
Against a scribbling engine they conspir'd. 
And, .driving ceremony far away. 
Through doors and windows forc'd their eager way, 
Seiz'd the devoted victim, neck and heels. 
And broke the cranks, the cylinders, and wheels. 
Dealt such des^tructioii on the poor machine. 
That nought but scatter'd fragments could be seen. 
In vain mechanic skill, and plaistic art. 
With nice construction moulded ev'ry part ; 
In vain the ingenuity of man 
Contriv'd, and to perfection brought the plan ; 
In \ein efich finish'd, well adjusted wheel, 
Mov'd round its axis with consummate skill ; 
In vain its nicely fashion'd pow'rs display'd 
A source of great advantage to the trade ; 



In vafn^ tho* hid from sight its polish'd (twie, * 
The keen*iK&'d mciltitude soon snuff 'd the gaooe, 
Dragg*d the conceal*d automaton away 
To quick destnicttoa^ in the face of daj^ \' 

And shouted o*er the ruins as they lay. 
Its organtzVl and^weli adjusted form 
Afforded no protection from the stonn> 
Nor could assemhled clothiers stop the deed^ 
Or save their favorite in the hour of need. 
Yet still they thought^ the mischief being o'eg. 
The people would disperse and meet no more ; f 
But no ! the mob had other fish to fiy^ 
And otheir goodly engines in their eye> , .. ? 
For now they hop'd th' auspicious hour was come 
When all machinery would meet its doom* , 
Impressed with this idea> who could say . 
What devastation might have mark'd the day>. 
Had not some prudent men of influencej . ^ 
Of reputation, temper, and good sense^ 
Stepped forward to the madd'ning populace^ ^ 
And, by persuasion, kept the jiubUc peace. 

*Twas well they did, for not a justice came 
To read the riot act> or quench the flame. 
One ma^trate (a clergyman^by trade) 
To whop some gentlemen applyM for aid. 
Who liv'd but two miles distant from the place> 
Refus'd to grant the citizens redress : 
Poor gentleman ! no sooner did he hear 
The sound of riot, than he quak'd for fear ; 
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Andy when tht messengef detailed the news. 
Shook iike aa aspen leaf^ aani begg*d excuse, 
Altho' a carriage wailed at his gate 
To bear his Wonhip to the^own in slate. 

Do not onr bosctais With resentment glow. 
And does not injar*d justice ieel the blow I 
Of what avail are magistrates like these i 
Mere cjj|>hers» not preservers of the peace ; 
Whose delegated power; when thus abus'd. 
Whose high authority^ thus basely us'd« 
Should^ with indignant scorn, be soatch'd away 
Prom those who aach important trpsts betray. 

Strict is the duty of a magistrate, 
A duty, which he dares not violate ; . 
The laws enjoin activity and jsea). 
And close attention to the public weal. ' 

To fly from danger, howsoever near. 
To shrink through favour, or decline through fesir. 
To say to those who for assistance come, 
*^ Self preservation bids me stay at home ! * 
In such a violation of your trust. 
So pusillammous, and so unjust. 
That no excuse, but ilhiess, should avail 
To save your Worship fiodi the county goal. 

Away! then, with sueh useless men of straw. 
And give us better guardians of die law ; 
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Men with no terror quivering in their veins^. 
With no unmanly marrow in their brains ;. 
Men who> amid the tumults of the age. 
Dare interfei:e to calm a peopled rage : 
Oo if such lenient measures wo'nt avails 
Commit the rioters at once tagoal* 

Such men alone should execute the laws^ 
Who> disregarding censure> or ap[rfause^ 
Are ever active to preserve the peace^ 
And save the name of Justice from disgrace. 

Mr* Bowdefh 



EPIGRAM. 



JLOM meets his> friend^ and strait complains 
In very sad and doleful strains : 

'' Ah^ Jack, what must Idol 
My sweetheart's wed ! the semstress fair ; 
Eternal grief must be my ^are ! 

You smile — but it's too- true ! 

** But nothing mads me more than t' see 
Who the man is she s changed for me ; 

A Barber, on my soul ! " 
'* You fool/' says Jack, '' what makes you mourn? 
Pray, whither should the Needle turn 

If not unto the Pole ? " 

British Magazine. 
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A DESCRIPTION. 



Xo the lily's milk-white glow. 
Add the rose bud ere it blow ; 
To Raphael's touchy and Titian's dye^ 
Add Concgio's symmetry; 

Iv'ry bring from Africk's shore, 
G>ra]s thence, where billows roar; 
Ebony and shining jet, 
AU be in the casket met; 

In Arabia's land exhale. 
Odours from the spicy gale ; 
Rich perfumes from India bring. 
Catch the meadow's sweets in spring; 

More the picture to adorn, 
Dmw the blushes of the morn ; 
In Aurora's flowing vest, 
lightly be the damsel drest ; 

Shape ^d air of Venus show. 
Let the graces smiles bestow ; 
Lastly^ to complete th0 whole. 
Give tl;ie nymph Minerva's soul ; 

6 
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These, the poets all declare. 
Constitute the charming iair; 
But, alas ! she^s only found 
In poet's song, and fairy ground. . 

Lloyd's Evening Po$t* 
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THE MOUNTAIN VIOLET: 

Sweet fragile flowV, that bIoom*st unsought^ 
And bIoom*st by many an eye unseen. 

Thy beauty wakes ray pensive thought. 
And shews thee worthy of my theme. 

Expanding wi1d> thy rich perfume 
Impregnates sweet th' unhallow'd air. 

Which reckless on thy virgin bloom. 
Sweeps not o'er thee more mild or fein 

Now brighterfd by the morning ray, 
Luxuriant spreads thy grateful breast : 

Now ev'ning comes, with tyrant sway. 
And chills thy little form to rest. 

Sweet emblem of the soul-fraught mind, 
Expos'd life's keenest storms to bear ; 

Yet, like thee, tenderly refin'd. 
And shrinking from ungenial air. 
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The ray which gilds with lucid gleam. 
Is inward peace^ which none can wrest ; 

The ev'ning chill which shrouds the beam. 
The sad reflection of the breast. 

Like thee, too, from the vulgar eye. 
The chasten'd mind shall live forlorn ; 

For tho' no kindred soul may sigh. 
In solitude there's none to scorn. 

Dear flowV, be thou my favorite sweet, 
TU rear with care thy lowly head. 

Save thy soft breast from guardless feet. 
And court young zephyrs to thy bed. 

Yet if perchance, in evil hour. 

Some lawless hand invade thy shrine ; 

Or nightly blast, with cruel pow*r. 

Sap the short life which might be thine : 

Ah ! then with sad regret FIl kneel. 
And try thy beauties lost to cheer ; 

When, vain if all my hopes I feel, 
rU, dead, embalm thee with a tear. 

Nottingham JoumaL 
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TO A FRIEND 

Who pressed tie author to marry for the sake ^f 

gnat fortune* 

Jln vain with riches would you Irjr 

My stedfast heart to move ; 
No, I'll give up my liberty 

For no less pdoe than Jove. 

Riches, indeed, may give me pow'r^ 

But not a cheerful mind ; 
Whilst joy and peace attend each hour 

On those whom love has joined. 

But should the itch of pow'r or state, . 

My views to riches carry, 
rd cringe at court, al; senate j»ate. 

Do any thing but marry. 

Since, then, not wealth's deceitful shew 

Can tempt me to this chain. 
Try next, what gen'rous love can do ; 

All other bribes are vain. 

Hukt of Dorset. 
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SONG. 

Swains^ I hate the boist'rous fair. 

Who bold^ assume a manly air ; 
Soft^ unaffected^ gentle be. 
Still, the girl that's made for me. 

Let her not boast, like man to dare 

The dangers of the sylvan war ; 
With gentler sports delighted be 
The girl, that fate ordains for me. 

Nor pert coquet, nor formal prude. 
Gay let her be, but never rude. 

From airs, from flights, from vapours free; 

She is the girl thafs made for me. . 

Her well-chose dress, in evVy part. 

Be artful without shewing art ; 
From all fantastic fashions free. 
She is the girl that's made for me. 

Loose flow her locks without constraint. 
Her healthy cheeks let nature paint. 

To all a goddess seem to be. 

And prove a woman still to me. 

Ibid. 
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INSCRIPTION 

For a sequattred retreat, called the " Bower of 
Oberon" in a beautiful pleasure-ground. 

t 

Round these fair scenes direct your eyes. 

Nor let their beauties raise surprize ; 

Tlie various wonders that ye see 

(Be grateful mortals) spring from me ; 

0*er this enchanted vale I reign. 

And here my elfin state maintain : 

On me the fairy race depend, 

A thousand sprites my nod attend ; 

Beneath ^ach shining leaf they lie. 

Unseen by gross material eye; 

.With charms each bending branch is bound. 

And many a magic spell is round. 

Trembly, thou wretch^ whose sordid breast 
By selfish passions is possessed ! 
Whose soul is mean and insincere ; 
Tremble^ nor dare to enter here ! 
Expos'd thy very thoughts shall lie. 
Thy heart be read by ev'ry eye. 
But ]et the genVous, brave, and kind. 
The soul sincere, the cultured mind, 
Unaw'd by guilt-pursuing fear. 
And, freely welcome, enter here. 
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For such I scatter sweets around. 
And deck this fair enchanted ground ; 
For such this close retreat I made. 
For 'such I raised this magic shade : 
Their steps with guardian care I guide. 
And turn each danger far aside ; 
The ev'niag damps I waft away. 
And fan with freshening gales the day; 
With brighter glow I gild the mom, 
I hang the dew drops on the thorn ; 
The swelling bud I watchful tend. 
From worms and chilling blights defend; 
I give its tints a livelier bloom. 
And <bid it breathe more rich perfome ; 
I polish yon transparent lake^ 
I dress with roses yonder brakes 
The lofty mountain I illume. 
And give the dell its solemn gloom ; 
I make the ^bubbling fountain springs 
I teach the linnet how to ^ag. 

Come then, ye justly-ftivour'd few. 
These beauteous scenes were form'd for you: 
Repose ye in my fairy bowers. 
And taste the stream, and press the flowers; 
Gay dreams, by liveliest fancy dress'd. 
Shall hover round ye while ye rest. 
Come then, unaw'd by guilty fear. 
And, freely welcome, enter here. 

Mrs. Hughes* 
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JULIA. 

A BALLAD. 

To the graves where sleepe the deade 

H^lesi Julia took her waye ; 
Sighs to heave, and teares to shed, 

0*er the spot where Damon laye, 
Manye a blooming flow're she bore. 

O'er the greene grass turfe to throwe ; 
And while fast her teares did poure. 

Thus she sang to soothe her woe : 

^' Softe and siafe, tho' lowly grave, 

Fasit o'er thee my teares shall flowe ; 
Only hope the hapless have. 

Only refuge left for woe. 
Constant love and grief sincere 

Shall thy hallow'd turfe pervade ; 
And many a heartfelte sigh and teare. 

Hapless youthe, shall soothe thy shade. 

*^ Lighted by the moon's pale shine. 

See me, to thy mem'ry true, 
Lowlye bending at thy shrine. 

Many a votive flow're to strewe. 
But how little do these flow'res 

Prove my love and constancye ! 
Yet a few sad fleeting houres. 

And, deare youthe, I'll follow thee. 
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'^ Bjose, replete wilh scent and hae. 

Sweetest flow're that nature blowes, 
Damon flourished once like you ; 

Nowe o'er him the greene grass grows. 
Rose^ go deck his hallow'd grave^ 

Lily, o'er the greene turfe twine ; 
Hooter meete that turfe should have. 

Beauty's bed, and virtoe's shrine. 



'' Primrose pale, and vilet blue. 

Jasmine sweete, and eglantine. 
Nightly here thy sweetes I strewe. 

Proud to decke my true love's shrine. 
Like you, my Damon bloom'd a daye. 

He did die, and so must you — 
But such channes can you displaye. 

Half so virtuous, half so true ? 



'' No, sweete flow'rets, no such channes. 

No such virtues can you boaste ; 
Yet hee's torn from my fond armes. 

Yet my faithful love is croste. 
But a radiant mome shall rise, 

(Loit'ring moments faster flowe,) 
When with him Fll tread the skies. 

Smile at deathe, and laugh at woe.*^ 



Thus she sang, and strewM the flow're, 

Beate her bFeaste^ and wept^ and sigh*d ; 
And^ when told the midnight houre. 

On the greene tarfe grave shee dy'd, 
Manye a nightingale forlorne^ 

Sung her kneU> while breezes sigh'd : 
Haughty grandeur heard with scome^ 

How so poor a mayden dy'd. 

Matjfs Review* 



PETHERTON BRIDGE,* 

AN ELEGY. 

Inscribed to the Reverend Mr. Bean. 

O Bean ! whose fond connubial days 
A beauteous infant race attend ; 

Say, wilt thou once more aid my lays> 
And join the patron to the friend ? 

But not o'er bright Abnian plains 
Enraptured as we us'd to roam : 

The muse each joyous thought restrains. 
And calls her wing'd ideas home. 

* Tradition says, that the catastrophe alluded to in this Elegy* 
happened about two centuries ago ; of T9hich the sculpture was yet 
to be seen at Petherton Bridge, in Somersetshire. 
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The wedded pair for children pray; 

They come — tair blessings from the tkies ; 
What raptures gild the halcyon day ! 

What joys in distant prospect rise ! 

But^ ah ! enamour'd as they view 
The smiling, hopeful^ infant train. 

Unseen^ misfortune marks his due. 
Unheard, he threats the heart with pain. 

Had sad disaster ne*er ensnar*d 
The soft, the innocent, and young. 

The tender muse bad gladly spared 
The little heroes of her song* 

Se'est thou the limpid current glide 
Beneath yos bridge, my hapless theme. 

Where brambles fringe its verdant side. 
And willows tremble o'er the stream i 

From Petherton it takes its name. 
From whence two smiling infants stray'd : 

Led by the stream, they hither came. 
And on the flow'ry margin play'd. 

Sweet victims ! must your short-liv'd day 
So soon extinguish in the wave ; 

And point the setting sun his way. 
That glimmer*d o'er your wat'ry grave ? 
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As each, by childish fiuicy led^ 

Cropp'd the broad daisies as they qpmng ; 
Lay stretched along the verdant bed. 

And sweetly ply'd the lisping tongue ; 

Lo! from the spray-deserted steep^ 
Where either way the twigs divide. 

The one rolPd headlong to the deep. 
And plnng^d beneath the closing tide: 

The other saw ; and, from the land, 
(While nature isMig'd strange distress) 

Stre^ch'd o'er the brink his little hand, 
7*116 fruitless signal of redress ! 

The offered pledge without delay 

The struggling victim rose and caught ; 

But, ah! in vain — ^their fatal way. 
They both descended quick as thought. 

Short was the wave-oppressing space ; 

Convuk'd with pain too sharp to bear. 
Their lives dissoIv*d in one embrace. 

Their mingled souls flew up in air* 

Lo ! there yon time-worn sculpture shews 

The sad, the melancholy truth ; 
What pangs the tortur'd parent knows! 

What snares await defenceless youth ! 
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Here^ not to sympathy uoknown^ 
Fall oft the sad muse wandering near^ 

Bends silent o'er the mossy stone^ 
And wets it with a willing tear. 

Gerrard, 



THE KNIGHTHOOD OF SIR LOIN. 

As once tetumiiig fiom the chase. 
The second Charles, the merry king. 

The glories of whose sacred race 
The m«se shall ever love to sing : 

Now wearied with the sport he lov'd. 
And faint with tml, and faint with heat. 

Dejected looked, and slowly mov'd. 
And longed to lest, and iong'd to eat. 

Sudden before his wond'ring eyes 
A hanquet unexpected stood ; 

The monarch gaz'd with glad surprize. 
And 'gan to taste the welcome food. 

Proud of his lov'd, his royal guest. 
The noble host, a gallant lord^ 

With various dainties grac'd his feast. 
And gay profusion crown'd the board. 
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But high above the rest appeared 
The huDgrj Briton's old relief. 

Its mighty bulk exulting rear'd. 
The yet unhonoui^d Loin of Beef.^ 

With ravish'd eye the king beheld^ 
Eat'as he ne'er had eat before; 

Too soon the rage of hunger queird. 
And griev'd that he could eat no more. 

But soon, with mighty spirits gay,. 
Such a» from Beef alone could sprii^ 

The mighty pleasure to repay. 

Aloud proclaim'd th' enraptured king : 

^' Be thou for ever lov'd, and great. 
As my delight, be thy just fame ; 

Thy praisea evVy tongue repeat. 
And Sir eternal grace thy name.'' 

He said, and drew the royal sword, 
Th' applauding crowd uprose around,. 

Sir Loin ! with acclamation roar'd. 
And distant echoes catch the sound. 

British Magazine, 
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TO A LADY 
Who desired the author to think ofktt. 

Plbas'b I obey^ and in thy face 
Recount eacli beauty^ ev'ry grace^ 

Tliat glads the captive eye ; 
But most o'er brighter charms I rove. 
Which grow with time-inspiring lov€> 

When those shall fade and cKe. 

Yet say, i^'t not enough, my dear. 
To be entrapp'd in Cupid's snare \ 

But you mu6t triumph too^ 
Pomona saw Vertumnus bleed ; 
In the same history we readj^ 

She fell a victim too. 

You bid me think of you, alas! 
Think you how ddl the hours pass. 

Confined to thought alone ; 
Far happier would the minutes fly. 
In mirthful sweet society. 

Which constitutes your own* 

Ibid. 
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ODE ON THE MOON. 



O THOU, fair sister of the sun ! 

Pale empress of the night I 
Who, seated on thy silver throney 

Art cloth'd in lambent light ! 

'Tis thine, bright Cynthia, to dispense 
Those laws the floods obey ; 

The hoary deep, untract immense ! 
Obedient owns thy sway* 

When sinks the day*s bright orb to rest. 
And bathes in western streams. 

Serenely rising up the east. 
We hail thy milder beams* 

When siknt night her de^'niiig shadeii 
O'er sliuab'riag nature spreads. 

Thy gentle ray the gloom pervade^ 
And peerless glory sheds. 

But, O, £iir planet ! 'mid«t thy jreign 

Still night her mists will raise, 

A sable dusk that veils the plain. 

And mocks thy brightest rays. 
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Tben let my soul aspire to scak 

Those lucid realms on high. 
Where circling suns unnoted fail. 

And where no shades are nigh : 

There^ one eternal cloudless sun 

Divine effulgence beams ; 
And wide around his central throne 

Unborrowed glory streams. 

Lloyds % Evening Pott* 



THE MADAGASCAR MOTHER. 

The fbllowins is not an Ewopcsi Gedoo, it b i lett M ■d«fMCtr 

Songy broQgbt Crom that island bj the Chevalier de PoniL 

^^ ilT HT sbriek^st tbou^ weak girl i why this coward 

despair ? 

Thy tears and thy struggles are vain ; 
Oppose me no more^ of my curses beware ! 

Thy terrors and grief I disdain*" 

The mother was dragging her daughter away 
To the white man, alas ! to be sold ; 
Oh spare me ! " she cry'd^ '^ sure thou woold'st not 
betray 
The child of thy bosom for gold i 

7 
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** The pledge of thy love; I first taught tl^ee to know 

A mother's affection and fears^ 
What crime has deserv'd thou should'st only bestow 

Dishonour^ and bondage^ and tears I 

" I tenderly sooth ev'iy sorrow and care; 

To ease thee> unweary *d I toil ; 
The fish of the stream by my wiles I ensnare ; . 

The meads of their flowers despoil ; 

^' From the bleak wint*ry blast I have shelter'd thy head ; 

Oft borne thee with zeal to the shade ; 
Thy slumbers have watch'd on the soft leafy bed ; 

The mosqueto oft chased from the glade. 

^ Who*ll cherish thy age when from thee I am torn f 

Gold ne er buys affection like mine f 
Thoult bow to the earthy while despairing I mourn 

Not my sorrows^ or hardships^ but thine. 

'' Then sell me not; save ine from anguish and shame! 

No child thou hast> motther, but me! 
Oh ! do not too rashly abjure the dear claim ; 

My bosom most trembles for thee.'* 

In vain she implor'd — wretched maid ! she was sold^ 
To the ship chain'd and frantic convey'd ; 

Her parent and country ne'er more, to behold. 
By a merciless mother betray'dc 
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THE ROSE-BUD. 



SUabk the sweet rose--bud ere it blowsj 
While the dawn glimmers o er the sky. 

Observe its silken leaves unfold^ 
And fond of day's majestic eye ! 

At noon^ more bold^ in fnllest bloom^ 
It spreads a gale of sweets aroand ; 

At eve it mourns the setting sun. 
And sheds its honours on the ground. 

So beauty's bashful bud appears. 
So blushes in the eye of praise ! 

So ripens in the noon of life^ 
And withered — so in age decays. 

Time is the canker-worm of youth. 
It bices the blossom ere it blows ; 

It blasts the flow'r that blooms at full. 
And rudely sheds the falling rose ! 

See, beauty, see ! how love and joy. 
On youth's light pinions haste away ! 

How swift the moments glide along, 
And age advances' with decay ! 
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Now, beauty ! crop the rose-bud now f 
And catch the essence as it flies ; 

Let pleasui^ revel in its blootn. 
Let time possess it when it dies ! 



IViitmiust^r Magazine* 



CONTENT. 



I DO not l:now a cheerless hour, 
A cheerless hour I will not know ; 

Where fate directs her weightiest pow^r> 
Good huonour shall avert the blow. 

'^ My mind a kingdom is to me '^ 

Sovereign of that, I rule alone ;. 
Though arbitrary, yet I'm free. 

Nor seek nor wish another throne. 

Let stateanen, with ambitious schemes,. 

Search for that bliss which none can findf 
I envy not their idle dreams. 

Blest with serenity of mind ^ 

For ne'er had yet ambition s son,. 

One sober hour of sdid joy ; . 
His fluttering course when he has ruo^ ^ 

Possession only serves to cloy ; 
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While tile sweet maid thai I addrQfi> 
Ne'er turns away a deafea'd ear ; 

£lach day her charms I can poesess. 
Each day more lovely^ aad more dear* 

To her my life I will devote^ 

With her shall ev'ry boar be spent ; 

Credit^ ye 9wains^ what I have wrote^ 
For know, the virgin's qam'd contbnt. 



TO A LADY, 

OK THB DJEATH Of ▲ aUtLPIKG^. 

Since fate has stopp'd the warbler^s soo|^ 
Which ns'd to charm your ear. 

Heed not, my feir, the vulgar throng. 
Nor blush to sb^ a tear« 

' Tis man idone, with impious pride. 

Disdains the tender thought ; 
Who^e breast to haughtiness ally'd. 

By nature neV wa^ taught* 

Not his the care at early morn 

To store with food the cage ; 
Such trivial acts he views with scorn. 

Him loftier deeds engage. 
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He only joys to urge the chase. 

To course the well-traiu'd steed. 
To wound from far the pheasant's race, 

Or'bid thie partridge bleed. 

In vain (for him) to winter's gloom 

Succeeds the purple spring ; 
In vain each bush begins to bloom. 

And ev'ry bird to sing. 

The blackbird, warbling to the throng. 

Oft finds the leaden death ; 
And oft, amidst his tuneful song. 

The tlirush resigns his breath. 

But you, my fair one, better know 

The songster's worth to prize. 
For him who charm'd your ears, shall flow 

The tribute of your eyes. 

« 

When you the wanton's acts recite. 

While fast your sorrows stream. 
The muse, whom nature's charms delight. 

Shall join the plaintive theme. - 

Wt%tmn%ter Magazine. 
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SONG, 

O^ Babra vale^ SVJ^Y ^^ nine 
When first thy rural shades I knew ; 

I deem'd my native fieMs divine^ 
Till joy and hope together flew : 

Ah ! then while k>v« the heart invades^ 

Before the eye all beauty fades ; 

So faded now, I bid farewell 

To early bliss^ and Barra vale. 

O^ Barra vale^ beneath thy shades 

I fondly sported^ while a boy ; 
Thy flow'ry wilds^ and balmy glades^ 

The smiling scenes of harmless joy : 
Now destin'd from their charms to rove. 
Dear haunts of inttocenoe and love ; 
With deep regret I bid farewell 
To early bliss^ and Barra vide. 

O^ Barra vale, when tomaway 

From evVy scene to {iJeasure dear ; , 
And doom'd in distant cUtnes to stray> 

Chaste fancy still will linger here : 
The lovely seats of youth to view. 
The hope of banish'd joys renew ; 
On evVy tender thought to dwells 
Of early bliss, and Barra vale. 
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COLIN. 

How long shall hapless Colin mourn 

The cold regard of Delia's eye i 
The heart whose only crime is love^ 

Can Delia's softness doom to die i 
Sweet is thy name to Colin's ear^ 

Thy beauties, O divinely bright ! 
In one short hour by Delia's side, 

I taste yfboh ages of delight. ' 

Yet, tho' I lov'd thee more than life ; 

Not to displease a cruel maid. 
My tongue forbore its fondest tale. 

And sigh'd amid the distant shade. 
What happier shepherd wins thy smile, 

A bliss for which I hourly pine i 
Some swain, perhaps, whose fertile vales. 

And fleecy flocks, are more than miiie. 

Few are the vales that Cqlin boasts. 

And few the flocks those vales do rove. 
With wealth I court not Delia's hearty 

A nobler bribe I offer, — ^Love ! 
Yet, should the virgin yield her hand. 

And thoughtless wed for wealth alonej 
The act may make my bosom bleed. 

But surely cannot bless her own. 

Peter Pindar, 
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LOVE TRIUMPHANT. 

r« oisB, nonsease^ and the town^ adieu. 
Where fancy racks the lover^s mind ; 

Who seldom draws the picture true. 
But shows the willing fair unkind. 

Shall Damon for a moment's joy. 
His freedom, and his all, enslave i 

Woman shall ne'er those gifts destroy. 
Which bounteous nature frankly gave« 

G>me^ reason, all thy beaitties show. 
Teach me what's lovely, fair, and just ; 

Crop Cupid's pinions, snap his bow. 
And leave him flutt'riag in the dust. 

But lo ! my matchless fair draws nigh. 
In beauty's artless form array 'd ; 

Now, reason, cast thy strictest eye, 
Thoult ne'er my finiltless flame upbraid* 

If sprightly sense, with sweetness join*d, 

A face serene, an air divine 4 
Can strike the eye, or charm tlie mind. 

Those graces, Cselia, all are thine, 

British MagaziaCt 
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ODE TO HEALTH. 

The Lesbian lute no more can charm. 
Nor once ray panting bosom warm. 

No more I breathe the tender sigh ; : 
Nor, when my beauteous swain appears. 
With down-cast looks and starting tears. 

Confess the lustre of his eye. 

With freedom blest, at early dawn 
I wander o'er the wood and lawn. 

And hail the sweet returningSpring; 
The fragrant breeze, the feather'd choir. 
To raise my vernal lays conspire. 

While peace and health their treasures bring. 
« 

Come, lovely Health ! divinest maid ! 
And lead me thro' the rural shade. 

To thee the rural shades belong ; 
' Tis thine to bless the simple swain, - r 

And, while he tries the tuneful strain, ^ 

To raise the raptur'd poet's song. • , 

J 

Behold the patient village hind ! 
No cares disturb his tranquil mind ; . 

By thee and Iweet contentment blest ; 
All day be turns the stubborn plain. 
And meets at eve his infant train. 

While guiltless pleasures fill his breast* 
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01 iever good and bounteous 1 still 
By fountain fresh, or murm'ring rill. 

Let me thy blissful pleasures find ! 
Tbee, goddess^ thee ray steps pursue. 
When, careless of the morning dew, 

I lea^e the less'ning vales behind. 



EPISTLE 

From the Hon. Charles Fox, partridge shooting, to 
the Hon. John Townihend, cruising. 

liv HiLE you, dear TowBshend, o*er the billows ride, 
Mulg'rave in front, and Hanger by thy side. 
Me it delights the woods and wilds to court. 
For rustic feats and unambitious sport.*— 

At that dim hour when fading lamps expire, 
When t^e last lingering clubs to bed retire, 
I rise ! — ^how lihoujd Ithen thy feelings shook, 
Unshav'd, unpowder'd, in my shooting frock ! I' 
What frock f thou criest — ^I'U tell thee — my old brown; 
Trimm'd to a jacket, with the skirts cut down — 
Thou laugh'st ;— I know thou dost ; — but check that sneer ; 
What tho' no fashion 'd sportsmaitl appear. 
Yet hence thy Charles's voice gains shriller force f 
\h ! Jack, if Dunning shot, he*d not be lioarae.^. ; 
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Nor deem^ ev'n here, the cares of state fbrgot, 
I wad with gazettes ev'ry second shot : 
Almon's bold sheets the iatervals supply : 
And still, methinks, his charges farthest fly. 
Oft too, when all around my pointers stray. 
With patriot names I cheer them on their way : 
No servile ministerial runners they ! 
Not Ranger, then, but Washington, I cry ; 
Hey on ! Paul Jones, re-echoes to the sky ; 
Toho ! old Franklin — Silas Deane, take heed ! — 
Cheer'd with the sound, o'er hills and dales they speed: 
'Till one, to whose quick sense and practicM ^kill. 
His active followers yield a hasty will. 
Touched by the scent the passing gales convey. 
With startled vigilance presumes the prey; 
The rest a disciplined subservience keep; 
Dash where he runs, and as he crouches, creep : 
At length the hostile league one point avow ; 
Now places, places ! order, order, now I 
*' Bunb'ry, let me (I cry) for party's sake. 
Teach thee where best to aim — what ground to taJk,e/* 
And see, a young bird rises, weak and slow; 
'' At him. Sir Charles ^ — ^he fires and lays him low — 
Scar'd at the sound, up the full covey springs ; 
Richard at random fires, and only wings ; 
Not so thy Charles ; intent with balf-clos'd sight. 
Cautious I watch their vetVan leader's flight : 
At him I aim, the covey's head and guide ; 
I fire — but ah !— too plainly, on one side : 
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Again I trj, like rising to explaim, 
A double barrers force, but try in vain ; 
Against myself the heated tube recoils> 
Nor gains one feather to requite my toils. 

But if too soon the startled covey rise. 
And move a previous question in the skies. 
My faithful groom quick marks them as they spring. 
And counts their noses, undeceived as Byng j 
Whether in close array and nemine con. 
To their old beaten ground the covey^s gone ; 
Or^ scatt'ring wild, in petty parties fiili. 
Some to pair off, and some to wait a call. . 

Thus, from each kindred image, fancy draws 
The latent emblem of a nobler cause. 
If chance a stray lone bird my course invites^ 
I think of Meredith, and proselytes : 
Mean mangled game not for itself I prize \ 
Vengeance and Palliser, to mem'ry rise. — 
Some senatorial type ev'n pcnnters yield ; 
One loves too narrow, one too wide a field ; 
This creeps too low, that springs above his work^ 
As Hartley slow, or uncontroFd as Burke. 
With rav'nons ardour some devour the jwrey ; 
O, gentle Sawbridge> lash such fiends away ! 
Others, with puzzling zeal, small objects mark ; 
Judicious Luttrell^ bid them ware a lark ! 
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But coiue^ dear Jack^ all martial as thou art. 
With sprucse cockade heroically smarts 
Come, and once more together let us greet 
The long lost pleasures of St. James's street. 
Enough o*er stubble have I deign'd to tread ; 
Too long wert thou at anchor — at Spitbead. 

Come, happy friend — =to hail thy wish'^d retHcn^ 
Nor vulgar fire, nor venal light shall burn ; 
From gentle bosoms purer flames shall rise. 
And keener ardours flash from beauty's eyes^. 
Methinks I see thee now resume thy stand. 
Pride of Fpp alley^tho* a \kt\e tann'd : 
What tender joy the gazing nymphs disclose t 
How pine with envy the neglected beaus ! 
While many a feeble frowu and struggling smile^ 
Fondly reprove thy too adveaturous toil. 
And seem, with reprehensive love^to say, 
^ Dear Mr. Townshend, wlierefore didst thou stray i 
What fatal havock might one shot have made, . 
If not thy life, thy leg the forfeit paid I 
That shot thy foretop might have made its prey. 
Or sing'd one dear devoted curl away : 
Or lopp'd that hand, the pride of love and lace ; 
Or scarr'd, with bolder sacrilege, thy face.** 

Soon as to Brooks's then thy footsteps bend. 
With gratulations thy sqpproach attend ! 
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See Gibbon rap his box ; auspicious stgii. 
That classic compIifDent and wit combine ; 
See Beauclerk^s cheek a tinge of red surprize^ 
And friendship give what cruel health denies* 
Importaat Townshend> what can thee withstand i 
The lingVing black-ball lags in Boothby*$ baud ; 
£v*ix Drapier checks the sentimental sigh. 
And Smith, without aa oath, suspends, the die. 

That night, ta festive wit and ftiendship doe> 
That night thy Charles's board shall welcome yoa» 
Sallwis that shame n^uts, shall woo thy taste ; 
Deep shalt thou delve in Weltjie's motley paste : 
Derby shall. Iend> if not his plate, his cooks, 
And> know, Fve bought the best champaigne from 

Brooks ; 
From lihVal Brooks, whose speculative skill 
Is hasty credit, and a distant bill; 
Who, nurs'd in clubs, disdains a vulgar trade> 
Exults to trusty and blushes to be paid ! 

On that auspicious night, supremely grac'd 
With chosen guests, the pride of liberal taste. 
Not in conteo'tious heat, nor mad'ning strife. 
Not with the b«isy ills> nor cares of life, 
We*ll waste tlie fleeting hours, far happier themes 
Shall claim efich tliought^ and chase amhitioa's dreams*^ 
Each beauty that sublimity can boast. 
He best shall tell^ who still unites them most*. 
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Of wit^ oftaste^ of fancy^ we'll debate. 
If Sheridan, for once, is not too late ; 
Bat scarce a thought to ministers well spare^ 
Unless on Polish politics with Hare : 
Good-naturM Devon ! oft shall then appear 
The cool complacence of thy friendly sneer : 
Oft shall Fitzpatrick^s wit, and Stanhope^s ease. 
And BurgoyneV manly sense, unite to please. 
And while each guest attends our varj^'d feats 
Of scatter*d covies, and retreating fleets. 
Me shall they wish some better sport to gMn, 
And thee more glory — from the next campaign* 

JVestmituier Msgazin^* 



Inveni portnm. Spes et fortuna valete: 
Sat me lusistis, ludite nunc alios. 

Le Sagtm 



IMITATED. 

In this retreat my heart shall rest. 
To flatt'ring hope and fame farewell f 

(In your embraces once how bless'dy 
Charm others with your syren spells 
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SONG. 



ifr HEN Chloe try'd her virgin fires. 

And first her shafts let fly ; 
She fiird my breast with vague desires, — 
I thought it was her eye. 

When melting strains fell from her month, 
. Which gocis might wish to sip ; 
When all was harmony and tmtb,--* 
I thought it was her Iip« 

3fit when, she danc'd ! such air, such giace. 

What mortal could escape i 
I look'd no longer on her face, — 
, I swore it was her shape. 

When seen by chance, her breast bespoke 

The purity within ; 
Her snowy arm — her iv'ry neck, — 

'Twas then her lovely skin. 

Nor eye, nox shape, nor neck, nor face, 

Mv bosom did enthral : — 
'Tnras sense I found, the happy grace 

That gave a. charm to alL 

8 Dr, Hoadley. 
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AN ADDRESS TO THE EVENING STAR. 



Pf ow twilight from the low-brow'd rock descends^ 
Dusk and more dusk the deep*ning shadows fall ; 

And now the toil of swain and ploughman ends> 
And now the milk-maid flies the ivy'd wall. 

Far have I'gone^ and far have yet to go. 
Nor at the lengthen'd way do I repine. 

If you, fair folding star, your circlet shew. 
If you to light my darkling footsteps shine. 

The glow-worm trails his spangles on the thorn. 
The devious bat now flits on plumeless wing ; 

Against my face the heedless chafer's borne. 
And hark ! I hear the distant curfew ring. 

Long have I mournM my too, too dismal fate. 

Long watch'd the moment Care would me reprieve; 

Fate smii'd at last. Care set me free, tho' late. 
Then trim thy golden lamp, sweet eye of eve. 

Now at his homely mess the peasant smiles. 
Smiling his wife and offspring sit around. 

And now with tale and song the night beguiles ; 
Now, yawning, sinks to sleep, now* sleeps profound. 
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In vain faint hunger calls for new fap|dies, 
I'll triumph o'er faint hunger's irksome call; 

And sleep in vain attempts to seal my eyes. 
If you, dear orb, illume night's sable pall. 

Now nature seems as curtainM from my sight. 
Now Negro-darkness mounts her ebon wain ; 

The tomb now renders up the sheeted spright. 
Around dread horrors and sad silence reign. 

Conscience my guard, each evil I defy. 
For no bad act I crave thy beamy aid ; 

The star of Love thou art, his slave am I, 
Guide, then, a wandering lover to his maid. 

Westmimter Magazine, 



THE SHEPHERD'S ADVICE. 

Come learn of me, my rural friends! 

Who would the sweets of life enjoy ; 
Come, see, where mirth and virtue blends. 

And social cares the hours employ. 
Come, see around my cheerful fire. 

Domestic blessings on me wait ; 
Whate'er 'tis virtuous to desire. 

Here dwells within my peaceful gate. 



^Ir250 A 
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We. know no channs in folly's Iraia ; 

We feel no pains from envy's dart; 
The guilty pleasures of the vain 

No Wish excite — ^no joys impart. 
Secure within ourselves, we find 

Felicity they cbnnot bring : 
The treasure of the virtuous mind. 

The golden age which poets sing. 

Nor here are social joys forgot ; 

Some awaia, whose heart with freedom glows> 
Shares tlie free comforts of our cot ; 

The peaceful scene still brighter grows. 
Now guiltless mirth our breasts inspire^ 

O'er many a past delight we rove ; 
Whilst Lucy wakes the rural lyre. 

And tunes its softest notes to love. 

Enjoy with me this heart-felt ease, 

Leave envy, folly, noise, and strift ; 
Comforts unmix'd enjoy — like these — 

That sooth the rugged path of life. 
Like me, be happy, biithe> and gay. 

Nor my rich homely joys despise : 
'' But ere youth's season glides away. 

The Shepherd 's transports learn to prize.*' 

Myrtle and Vine. 



I 
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THE. TRIUMPH OF BEAUTY. 



Tho' oa ^y birth Eaterpe smiiU 
Aod science fann'd the latent fiire, 

I headed not^ ungracious chtid^ 
To mingle with the. Thespian choir. 

For oh ! with Slotb^ enfeebling fairi 

I loiter'd in the magic bow'r> 
Where, all detoid of virtpotis care> 

I listless doa'd the vernal, honr^. 

Tho' younger Bion snatched the bays. 
And all the muses hjmn'd his name. 

Sloth stifled Emulation's blaze. 

Sloth bade me smile at deathless fame*' 

Yet oft when Homer's work was read, 
I started From my trance kipine^ 

Fierce, broke the spells aroUnd me spread. 
Swift, mounted to the sacred nine^ 

But soon, too soon her arts prevail'd, 

A magic languor on me hung ; 
Tho' seeming strong, my pinions feil'd, 
. The transports falter'd on my tongue* 
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Grey morn unbarr d the gates of light. 
With cloudless lustre Titan shone ; 

The silver moon adorn'd the night. 
Sweet Philomela trill'd her moan. 

In vain grey morn unbarred the lights 
And Titan shone with cloudless ray ; 

The moon and music cheer'd the night. 
On Inattention*s lap I lay. 

At last a form came tripping by. 

More fair than fancy's tropes can tell ; 

I sprang alert, my pulse beat high. 
On fire, X swept th' Aeolian shdl. 

My sweep the dulcet ^U obey'd. 
The numbers inspiration rais'd, 

A fond attention hush'd the glade. 
While I Neroea*s beauty prais'd. 

4 

Smiling, she listened to the song. 
Then whispered, if her heart Fd gain. 

That I must soar above the throng 
By deeds, and Honour s palm obtain. 

As When a snake benumb'd with cold 
Is plac'd before Compassion's fire, 

Heat circles thro' each thawing fold. 
New vigour swells each bright'ning spire 
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I bumish*d up the warrior-shield. 
Impatient, shook the warrior-spear. 

Pierce, rush'd into the bloody field. 
Stern, bade adieu to Sloth and Fear. 

Encychpttdia cf 



A QUACK DOCTOR'S NOTE CHANGED. 



iT^HEN Doctor Lotion first began 
To practice op the frame of man. 

He bore but humble sway ; 
Each morn his hospitable door 
Was open'd gratis to the poor, 

'Twas then, " No cure no pay.** 

At length, with cane, and pond'rons wig. 
The doctor struts a perfect prig. 

In eminence secure ; 
The former system quite deranged. 
The poor forgot, the motto chang'd, 

'Tis now, *' No pay no cure." 

Ibid. 
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THE RESOLUTION. 

IT BEN faithless Clara was my theme, 

I piuck'd the vi'iet and the rose^ 
And foodly raptur'd with the dream^ 

Sought ev'ry flow'r that sweetly blows 4 
And as I deck'd her breast and hair^ 
They breathed uew firagraace from the fair. 

When I her mind or person prais'd^ 
To bow'rs of bliss beyond the skies 

The god of love my genius rais*d^ 

Where beauties more than earthly rise. 

With those h^r beauties to compare. 

The fairest she among the fair. 

Vi'lets and rosea cease to blow^ 

Each fiow'r of fragrance droops its head ; 
The nymph, forgetful of her vow, 

J[s from her love, from honour fled : 
No longer deck'd her breast and hair^ 
Por she is false as she is fair. 

To bowVs of bliss beyond the skies^ 
The god of love no more shall jraise. 

Where beauties more than earthly rise. 
My genius to exalt her praise ; 

No more with angels shall compare 

The nymph as false as she is fain 

Encj/clopadia of Wit^ 
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!EHE CONTENTED SHEPHERD. 

St the side of a moiui^Ab, o*^:sfaadow'd with trees^ 

With thick clostera of vine intermingled and wove, 
I behold my thatch'd cottage, dear mansion of ease. 

The seat of citetentment, of friendship, and love* 
Each mora when I open Che latch of mj door. 

My heart throbs with rapture to hear the birds sing; 
And at night when the dance in the village is o*er. 

On my piUow I strew die fresh roses of spring. 

When I luide in the forest from noon s scorching beam. 

While! the torrents deep murmurs re-edioing sound. 
When the herdsquittheirpasturestoquafFtheciearstream, 

And the flocks in the vak lie extended around ; 
1 muse> but my thoughts are contented and fre^ 

I regret not the splendor of riches and pride ^ 
The delights lof retirement are dearer to me 

Than the proodest appendage to greatness ally'd. 

I sing, and my song is the carol of joy, 

My cheek glows with health liioe the wild rose in bloom ; 
I dance, yet forget not, tho' blithsome and gay. 

That I measure the footsteps that lead to the tomb; 
Contented to live, yet not fearful to die. 

With' a conscience unspotted I pass thro' life's scene. 
On the wings of delight evVy moment shall fly. 

And the end of my days be resigned and serene* 

Myrtle and VinC'* 
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TRANSLATION 

PROM THE FRENCH OF CARDINAL DB BBRNIS. 

jFruit of Aurora's tears> hix roac. 

On whose soft leaves fond zephyrs play. 
Oh ! queen of flow'rs, thy buds disclose. 

And give thy fragrance to the day ; 
Unveil thy U^ansient charms— ^h^ no ! 

A little be thy bloom delay'd. 
Since the same hour that bids thee blow 

Shall see thee droop thy languid head. 

But go ! and, on Themba's breast 

Find, happy flow'r, thy throne and tomb> 
While, jealous of a fate so blest. 

How shall I envy thee thy doom! 
Should some rude hand approach thee there. 

Guard tlie sweet shrine thou wilt adorn. 
Ah ! punish those who rashly dare. 

And for my rivals keep thjr thorn« 

Love shall himself thy boughs compose. 

And bid thy wanton leaves divide ; 
He'll shew thee how, my lovely rose. 

To deck her bosom, not to hide : 
And thou shalt tell the cruel maid 

How frail are youth and beauty's charms. 
And teach her, ere her own shall fade. 

To give them to her lover's arms* 

Charhttt Smiths 
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THE DYING KID. 



A. TEAB bedews ny Delia's eye. 
To think yoa playful kid must die; 
From crystal springs mod iiowVj mead| 
Must^ in his prime of life, recede ! 

Erewhile, in sportive circles round 
She saw him wheel, and frisky and bound; 
From rock to rock pursue his way. 
And on the fearful margin play* 

Pleas'd on his various freaks to dwell. 
She saw him climb my rustic cell ; 
Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright. 
And seem'd all ravish'd at the sight. 

She tells, with what delight he stood 
To trace his features in the flood : 
Then skipp'd aloof with quaint amaze; 
And then drew near again to ^ze. 

She tells me, how, with eager speed 
He flew,, to hear my vocal reed ; 
And how, with critic face profound. 
And stedfast ear, devour'd the sound. 
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His ev'ry frolic, light as air, 
Deserves the gentle Delia^s care; 
And tears bedew her tender eye,. 
To think the play&l kid must die. 

But knows my Delia, timely wise. 
How soon this blameless eera flies f ^ 
While violence and craft succeed ; 
Unfair design, and mthless deed ! 

Soon would the vine his wounds deplore, 
Aod.yield her purple gif(s no. more : 
And soon eras*d from ev'ry grove 
Were Delia's nam^ and Strephon's love^ 

Np more these how'jrs might iitrephon see^ 
Where first he fondly gaz'd on thee; 
Np more those beds of flow'rets find, - 
Which for thy charming brows he twin'd^ . . 

£a6h w«.ywfiu*d passion soon would teair 
Her bosom, now so void of care; 
And, when they left his ebbing veui» 
What but insipid age remain ? 

Then mourn not the decrees of fate. 
That gave bis life so short a date ; 
And I will join my tend Vest sighs. 
To think that youth so swiftly files ! 

Shenstonc* 
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THE COTTAGE MAID. 



JLet town-bred belles, elate with pride^ 
Our hmnble rustic joys despise. 

We iir our turn ean theirs deride> 
And, artless, simpler pleasuves prize. 

What thci' to op^ra, ball, and play» 
A stranger is the cottage maid. 

She, at the elose of parting dmy^ 
Trips Itgbtly Ver the dewy glade. 

Be it theirs, with vain insiduous grace> 
To bid each feature aiove by rulcj 

With borrowed charms to deck the face^ 
Or point the shafts of ridkak. 

Be it Qurs to breathe the healtblu) gikle> 

And at Angola's snoinioiM rise^ 
To bear the milk-pail through the dale> 
i And feel the- glow erf esc^ise* 

Be it theirs to spread the wily snare. 
And pkiy a light coquetish part ^ 

The cottage makl knows no such care>, 
To gain thQ cuslic'a honest b^rt. 
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Love flies the town on silken wing. 

He sickens at their gay parade ; 
With virtue blooms perpetual spring. 

And smiles upon the cottage maid. 

Myrtle and Vine, 



THE PLEASURES OF SOLITUDE. 

?v AFT me, oh ! waft me to the shade. 
By close embow'ring branches made ! 
Beneath yon gently rising hills 
Where purling brooks, and tinkling rills. 
In soft harmonious cadence play. 
And sweetly murmur all the day ! 

Oh ! let me there for ever dwell. 
In the green grot, or mossy cell ! 
And, free fix)m hurry, care, and strife. 
Enjoy a lonely peaceful life ; 
There, hermit like, with pious care. 
Find out my God, for God is there ! 

In thoughtful mood there let me learn 
The vanity of life to mourn ; 
Lament the dire effects of fate. 
And dreadful downfalls of the great ; 
See pyramids and turrets high 
In piles of mighty ruins lie ; 



HI 

And mark how tombs of trophy'd kings 

Time into dark oblivion flings. 

Oh ! happy Solitude ! in thee. 

At lengthy my greatest good I see ; 

Nor would I leave thy homely cell. 

For domes whei*e scepter'd monarchs dweB ; 

Thou spotless pleasures canst supply. 

With thee FU live, with thee Til die. 

Britith Chronich. 



THE CAVE- 

JLhe wind h up, the field is bare ; 

Some hermit lead me to his cell 
Where Contemplation, lovely faiir. 

With* bless'd Content delights to dwell* 

Behold it opens to my sight. 

Dark in the rock, beside the flood ; 

Dry fern around obstructs the light ; 
The winda above it move the wood. 

Reflected in the lake I see 

The downward mountains and tfa» skies^ 
The flying bird, the waving tree. 

The goats that on the hills arise* 



The gtvf cloa&'d hctA driine» oil the C9m f. 

The slow-{>ac*d fowler wallra the heath. ;. 
A freckled pointer scours the brow ;. 

A musing shepherd stands heneadt^ 

High o^er the ruin of an oak 
The woodman lifts his axe on higH» 

The hills rei^eeho to the stroke : 
I see, I see the shivers Ay* 

Some rural maid with apron fiiUj. 

Brings fuel to the homely flame i 
I see the smoking colum9& roU^ 

And through the chinky hut^ the beam. 

Beside a stone o'ergrowa with moss^ 
Two well-met himters talk at ease^ 

Their panting dogs beside repose ;. 
. A bleeding deer is stretch'd by these*. 

A lake at distance spceads to sigb^^ 
Skirted with shady forests round ; 

In midst, an island's rocky height 
Sustains a ruin^ ivy crown'd. 

One tree bends o^er the naked waBs;, 
Two tow'ring eagles hover nigh^ 

At intervals a fragment fatls^ 

As blawa the blast along the sky. 
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Two sturdy hinds the pinnace guide 
With laboring oars along the flood ; 

An angler bending o'er ths tide. 

Holds from the boat th' insidious wood* 

Beside the floods beneath the rocks. 

On grassy bank two lovers kan^ 
Bead on each other's am'rotts looks^ 

And seem to chat and smik betweoib 

The wind is mstling in the oak ; 

They seem to hear the tread of feel ;. 

• 

They starts they rise, look ronnd the rock ; 
Again they smile, s^ain they meet 

Bat see [ the grey mbt from the lake 

Ascends upoa the shady bills ; 
l>srk storms the murm'ring forests shake. 

Rain beata-Hreaouad a hiindred rills. 

To Damon^s hoiaely but I fly ; 

I see it sQ9joking o'er tbe plain ; 
When storms^ are past — apd fair tbe Ay, 

I'll QJkesk $eek tbe Cave ag^in*. 

Universal Magazine^ 
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EPITAPH. 



JEjscap'd the gloom of mortal life, a soul 
Here leaves its mouldVing t^iement of clay. 

Safe where do cares their whelming billows roll. 
No doubts bewilder, and no hopes betray. 

Like thee, I once have stemm'd the sea of life ; 

Like thee, have languished after empty joys ; 
Like thee, have laboured in the stormy strife ; 

Ev'n griev'd for trifles, and amus'd witb toys. 

Yet, for a while, 'gainst passion's threatftil blast 
Let steady reason urge the struggling oar ; 

Shot. through the dreary gloom, th^ morn si last 
Gives to thy longing eyes the blissful shore* 

Forget my frailties, thou art also frail ; 

Forgive my lapses, for thyself may'st fell ; 
Now read, unmov'd, my artless tender tale, 

I was a friend, O man, to thee, to all. 

XJnivcnal Magazincm 
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THE POWER OF INNOCENCE. 

▼Y HEM first the nuptial state we prove. 
We live the happy life of love ; 
But when familiar, charms no more 
Inspire the bliss they gave before ; 
Each less delighting; less is lov'd. 
First this, then that, is disapproved ; 
Complaisance ilies, neglect succeeds. 
Neglect disdain and hatred breeds. 
'Twas thus a pair, "who long time prov'd 
The joys to love, and be belov'd, 
At length fell out for trifling things. 
From trifles anger mostly springs. 
The wish to please forsook each breast. 
Love's throne by baseless rage possess'd ; 
Resolv'd to part, they meet no more : 
Enough — the chariot's at the door. 
The mansion was my lady's own ; 
Sir John resolv'd to live in town ; 
Writings ^ere drawn, each cause agreed. 
Both vow'd they'd ne'er recall the deed. 
The chariot waits, why this delay ? 
The sequel shall the cause display. 
One lovely girl the lady bore. 
Dear pledge of joys she tastes no more ; 
The father's, mother's, darling she. 
Now lisp'd and prattled on each knee. 
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Sir John^ when rising to depart, 
Turu'd to the darling of his heart. 
And cry'd, with ardour in his eye, 
" Conie^ Betsy, bid mamma good bye.** 
The lady, trembUog, answer'd " No-^ 
Go^ kiss papa, my Betsy, go ; 
The child shall live with me/' she cry'd, 
" The child shall chuse," Sir John repIy'cL 
Poor Betsy look'd at each by turns. 
And each the starting tear discerns. 
My lady asks, with doubt and fear. 
Will you not live with mc, my dear?*' 
Yea," half resolved, reply 'd the child. 
And, half supprcss*d her tears, slie smil'd. 
'* Cooje, Betsy/* cry'd Sir John, **youll go 
And live with dear papa, I know." 
*' Yes/' Betsy cry'd— the lady then 
Address'd the wondVing child again : 
" The time to live with both is o'er. 
This day we part to meet no more : 
Chuse then"— here grief o'erflow'd her bjeeast^ 
And tears burst out^ too long suppress'd* 
The child, who tears and chiding joiu'd^ 
Suppos'd papa displeas'd, unkind ; 
And try^d, with all her little skill. 
To sooth his oft relenting will. 
" Do," cry'd the lisper, ^' papa ! do 
Love dear mamma !^ — mamma loves you ! ^ 
Subdu'd, the source of manly pride. 
No mQX^ bis iQQke his be«rt bel/d ; 
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The tender trangport forc'd its way. 
They both confessed each other's sway. 
And, prompted by the social smart. 
Breast rush'd to breast, and heart U> heart ; 
Each clasp'd their Betsy o*er and o'er. 
And Tom drove empty from the door. 
You, that have passions for a tear. 
Give nature vent, and drop it here. 

Dodtle^i CoUeciitm. 



LUXURY AND WANT. 

A VISION. 

• 

As late I mus'd on fortune's ebb and flow. 

Life's airy pleasures, and substantial woe. 

The thoughtless mirth that kughs in Pleasure's eye. 

The boast of vice, and pride of vanity. 

O'er nodding reason downy slumbers stole. 

And fancy's visions open'd on my soul. 

Aloft, on proud Ionic columns rear'd, 
A sumptuous dome in ruin'd pomp appear'd * 
A baseless pillar here, with moss o'ergrown, 
Press'd earth's green bosom with a length of stone ; 
There, a tall portal, sculptured once so gay. 
Records no story but its own decay. 
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I entered— crowds, who b]ush*d to be descryd. 
With fainish*d looks, thro* mould 'ring arches gUde; 
I paus*d, and curious as I gazM around. 
Saw a lean hag lie stretch'd along the ground": 
Round either ann a tatter'd rug she drew^ 
Her shame concealed with rags of various hue; 
K cloth her forehead bound, her legs were bare^ 
And foul and clotted was her grizzled hair. 
*' Whence, and what art thou, wretch," surpriz'd I d^'d ; 
'* Want is my name, well known," the wretch reply*d ; 
" The work of Luxury, this lofty dome, 
So righteous Jove ordains, is now my home. 
Time was this roof returned the dnlcet Voice 
Of music, blended with a critic's choice ; 
Dependent thence a thousand tapers glow'd. 
The vine's rich juice from silver fountains flow'd ; 
An hundred dainties o'er the board were spread,- 
And all Arabia's spicy fragrance shed. 
The velvet couches, and the cushion 'd chair, 
Swell'd high with down, as soft as Summer's air ; \ 
And female beauty, smiling o'er the scene. 
Spread joy around, of ev'ry joy the queen! 

" Then at these doors, by hunger and by grief 
Oppress'd, with suppliant voice I sought relief: 
Kelief I sought, alas ! but sought in vain. 
With poignant taunt rebuk*d, and sour disdain. 
The batt'ning priest, with supercilious face, 
Inferr'd from indigence the want of grace. 
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The lawyer^ in quaint terms, with look demure^ 
Gave hints of ^tjatutes against vagrant poor. 
Uninov*d^ and cool, the garter'd statesman crj'd. 
For me fit refuge colonies supply'd. 
I sigh'd in secret, and to Heav'n my heart 
Ascending, Heav'n in pity took my part : 
Iioud thunder roU*d-^the fabric from its base 
Shook, and proud LuxVy vanish'd from the place. 
Th' astonish'd crowd their patron's fall deplore. 
And pale and trembling issue from the door* 
I enter'd, prompted by a voice divine. 
Which thrice repeated ^^ Want! this pile is thine; 
For know, by Jove and Fate it stands decreed. 
Where Lux'ry riots thou shalt still succeed,** 
Here unmolested from that hour I reign. 
And all the court of Lux'ry forms my train ; 
Here still receiv'd by me, as hither driv'n 
By keen necessity, the scourge of heav'n ; 
These are the wretches which around me throng. 
To me the lawyer, statesma?^ priest, belong." 
She ceas'd ; her words such, strong emotions bred. 
They wak'd me trembling, and the vision fled. 
Save me from Lux'ry, gracious heav'n ! I pray'd. 
That Want's drear haunts my steps may ne'er invade. 

British Chronicle* 
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THE HAPPY MAK 

Bv day no mnkHng carei» aAsail 

My peaceful^ caln^ contented breatft ; 
By night my duoiben never foil 

Of welcome rest* 

Soon Ad the son with orient bettois 

Gilds the £ur chambers of the mora^ 
Musings I &ace the winding streams 

That part the lawn* 

Around me nature filb the scene 

With boundiess plenty and delighty 
And touch'd with joy sincere^ «erene> - 

I bless the sight, 

I bless the kind crealing pow'r. 

Exerted thos for frail mankind ; 
At whose command descends the show'r^ 

And blows tlie wind. 

Happy the man^ who^ thus at ease^ 

Content with that which nature gives ; 
Him guilty terrors never seize. 

He truly lives. 

British Chronicle. 
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THE MIDSUMMER WISH. 



O PH«:ftws,«lowti the western sky. 
Far hence, diffuse thy burning ray. 
Thy light to distant worlds supply, 

• 

And wake them to the cares of day; 

Come, gentle eve, the friend of ease, 
Come, Cynthia, lovely queen of night ! 

Refresh me with a cooling breeze. 
And cheer me with a lambent light. 

Lay me where o^er the verdant grotmd 
Her living carpet nature spreads. 

Where the greea bow'r with roses crown'd. 
In show'rs its fragrant foliage sheds. 

Improve the peacefiil hoar with wine. 
Let music die along the grove, 

Aromid die bowl let myrtles twine. 
And ev'ry strsdn be tun*d to love. 

Come, Stdla, queen of all my heart! 

Come, born to fill its vast desires ! 
Thy looks perpetual joys impart. 

Thy voice perpetual love inspires*- 
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While all my wish and thine complete. 
By turns we languish and we bum^ 

Let sighing gales our sighs repeat. 
Our murmurs, murm'ring brooks xetum. 

Let me/ when nature calls to rest. 
And blushing skies the morn foretell. 

Sink on ike down of Stella's breast, 
Jind bid the waking world farewdl. 

British Chronicle* 



THE HAPPY FIRE SIDE. 

The hearth was clean, the fire clear. 

The kettle on for tea. 
Ranger was in his elbow chair. 

As blest as man could be* 

Clarinda, who bis heart possessed. 
And was his new-made bride. 

With head reclin d upon his breast. 
Sat toying by his side. 

Stretch'd at his feet, in happy state 

A fav'rite dog was laid. 
By which a little sportive cat 

In wabton humour played. 



» 
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Clairiiick's hand be gently fnreM'd^ 
She stole an am'rous kiss. 

And, blushing^ modestly confessed 
The follness of her bliss. 

Ranger, with honest heart elate, 
Pray'd to almighty Jove, 

That it might ever be his fate 
Just so to Hve and love« 






Be this eternity," he cry'd. 
And let no more be giv'n; 
Continue thus my iire-side, 
I ask no more of Heaven.** 



IhiA. 



TRANSLATION 

OP FLAMINIUS'S HYMN Ti) AURORA. 

See fair Aurora, with her winged steeds. 
From the glad i-egions of the east returns ; 

The op'ning dawn her radiant car succeeds. 
Flushes her cheek, and in her bosom burns* 

Hence, ^oomy darkness, nor presume to stay. 
Back to the mansion of thy native hell. 

Whence horrid visions take their destin'd way. 
Dire ghosts appear^ and quivering phantoms yell. 



Bring then my votive barp> and o'er die plain 
Sprinkle the vernal wreaths with plenteous hand : 

To thee^ O goddess^ shall the gift pertain^ 
Who pour*st thy lustre o'er the cheerful land* 

With odorif 'rous garlands thee I hail^ 
Where gaudy Flora boasts her thousand dyes ; 

And, swiftly wafted by the balmy gale. 

To thy mild shrine the pure lustrations rise. 

O maj' these praises reach thy gentle ear ! 

For thee the muse begins her pious song ; 
The sacred Gods she taught me to revere. 

To whom the hymns of gratitude belong. 

But who, O parent of the splendid day. 
Can paint thy glories in as bright a strain f 

What heav'n-taught numbers can thy form display, 
O fairest of the fair etherial train f 

When in the palace of great Jove are seen 
Thy downy cheeks, where blended roses grow. 

Thou shin'st in artless majesty a queen. 
Loose to the winds thy golden tresses flow. 

The twinkling stars at thy appearance shroud 
Their vanished orbs, amid excess of light. 

Pale Luna iiies, like a retreating doud. 
Shrinks at thy presence, and avoids thy sight. 
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Still had mankind^ without thy plaistic aid^ 
Lain ia th' abyss in shapeless chaos lost. 

Things by no various colour been portray'd. 
And every art> and every science lost. 

By thee dull slumbers from our heavy eye» 

(The very images of death) recede ; 
All at thy lov'd approach industrious rise. 

To seek by healthful toil their promised meed. 

Soon quits the traveller his short repose. 
Beneath the yoke again the heifers bend^ 

To his known wood the peaceful shepherd goesi 
And on his steps his wonted tlock attend* 

Tom from th' embraces of his tender maid. 
The weeping lover now forsakes her arms ; 

To go, unwilling ; yet to stay, afraid ; 

Contemns thy pow^r which drives him from her 
charms. 

Let him in darkness' treachVous shades delight^ 
O may thy blushing radiance still be mine ! 

Grant me, O goddess, to behold thy light 
For many a rolling year unclouded shine. 

Briti$h Chronicle. 
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FRAGMENT, 

WRITTEN I!f 1547. 

If right be ract, and "overronne. 

And pow'r take part with open wronge. 
If fear by force do yeld too sone, 
- The lack i» like to last loo long* 

If God for goodes shall be implac'd. 
If right for riches lose hjs shape^ 

If world for wisdom be embrac'd^ 
The gesse is great> and hurt may hap. 

Among good thitigs I prove and finde^ 
The quiet lyfe doth most abound. 

And sure to the contented mynde. 
There is no richer may be found.^ 

I heard a herdman once compare 
• That quiet nights he had mo slept. 
And had mo mery dayes to spare 
Than he which ought the beast he kept. 

I would not have it thought hereby. 
The dolphin swim me I mean to teach; 

Nor yet to learne the fawlcon fly, 
I rowe not so far past my reach. 



127 

Silt as my part above the rest^ 

I well to wish^ and well to will^ 
So tyll my breathe shall fayle my brest^ 

I will not cease to wish you still. 

British Chronicle* 



TO THE MEMORY OF MR. BOSCAWEN, 

A MIDSHIPMAN IN THE MAVV^ 

Son of the late Admiral, who^ was unfortunately 
dronmed ah he was bathing in a pond belonging 
to Sir Charles Price, of Jamaica. 

WaiTTEN NEAR HIS GRAVE. 

JPoRLOBN^ from shade to shade I rove. 

By friendship's sacred spirit led^ 
Where horror wraps the twilight grove. 

That glooming seems to mourn the dead. 

Dear youth 1 tho' hence I. wander far, 
Tby fate will cloud each rising morn ; 

And lo! with ev'mngs dewy star. 
My tears shall bathe thy distant urn. 

Remembrmce often, with a sigh. 

Shall ^view the spot where many a maid. 

And many a swain, with swimming eye. 
The tender rite of sorrow paid. 
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Remembnuice ofletk shall impart 
The smile of bliss oo Albion'9 hi(m. 

When kindliDg in thy youthful heart 
She saw the beam of vakmr gl«K«r* 

Yes^ Albion's genius^ with amaze. 
Did oft thy warrior looks devour ; 

Ptoud to behold thy youthful gave. 
High fix*d oa Glory's star-clad tower. 

How few the sighs of virtue mourn i 
For few, alas! the friends she knows-^ 

Yet here she moves a pilgrim lorn. 
To bid her son in peace ]:epQ9e* 

With sculpture let the marble gfp^m,. 

Where flattVy mocks th« hfdteas eai-*^ 
How nobler far tby oametess stofiu?, 

Embalmed by pity s pimple t^iac^ 

Peter Pindar. 



EPIGRAM, 

W^HY, foolish paiiiiter, giv^ those wings to Level 
Love is not lights as my sad heiart oan prove ^ 
Love hath no wings, os none that I can see. 
If he can fly — Oh! bid bim fly fro©, we. 
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INSCRIPTTON 

FOR A FAIBT OBOUND. 

Come, trip it through the Mrj ground. 

Here Oberon his revels keeps^ 
His palace 'neath yon wild-rose stands ; 

Tread soft^ for now the monarch sleeps; 

Until^ faint gleaming throagh the trees^ 
The moon beams tremble on the stream ; 

Then loud he winds his agate hom^ 
And little footsteps print the green. 

Statel}' ambition^ come not here, 

Thy haughty steps these flowers will wound ; 
Unfeeling avai'ice^ turn aside^ 

No buried earth can here be found. 

The liberal mind alone shall ken 

The beauties of yon crystal wave, 
Th' untainted heart alone shall find 

Sweet slumbers in yon moss-grown cave* 

Literary Magazine* 
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VERSES. 



jTis said that Hoder distant skiesj. 
(Nor you the jfact deny,) 
What fifst attracts an Indian's eyea 
. Becomes his d^ity* ... 

Perhaps a lily, or a rose> 
; That shares the mofnlng ray,. 
May to the waking swain disclose 
The regent of tUe . day. 

Perhaps a planet in yonder grove,. 

Or some rich fragrant flow>, ! 
May tempt his vagrant eyes tq^xove , 

Where blooms the sov*r^i^ PP>^'^ 



Perch'd on the cedar's topmost hough,, 
And ^y with gilded >yings,' .^ . i 

Perchance the patron of his vow. , 
Some artless lionet sin^. 



t 
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Vain futile idols, bird^ o^ jHoi^'r^, ^ 
To tenipt a vot'ry*s prayV ! , ^ . 

How would hishumBle hoafiage.to\vV»,, . \ 
Should he behold my fair f 



<.-^ 
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Yes— might the pagan's waking eyes 

O'er FlaviaVbeauty. range! 
He there would fix his lasting choice^ 

Nor dare^ nor wish to change. 

SAenstone, 



A RECEIPT K)R HAPPINESS. 
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JLhavbbse the world/go fly from pole to pole. 
Go far as winds can blow, or waters roll. 
All, all is vanity, beneath the sun. 
To certain death through difFVent paths we run* 
See the pafe mi^r poring o'er his gold ; 
See there a galley-slave to mis'ry sold ! 
Ambition's votVies groan {»eneath its weight. 
The splendid victim of the toils of state. 
Lo! in the mantling bowl sweet poison^s flow. 
Loves softest pleasures terminate in woe ; 
Een learning ends her vast career in doubt. 
And puzzling oiii makes nothing clearly out : 
Where then is sovereign hliss ? where doth it grow t 
Know, mortal ! happiiiess ne er dwell below. 
Look towards Heav*ri, be Heav'n thy only care ; 
Spurn the vile earth— go seek thy treasure there ; 
A virtuous course, and Heavlii alone^ you'll find 
Can fill a boundless arid imniortat mind ! 

Universal Magazine* 
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THE SOUL'S ERRAND. 

Gro, soul, the body's guest. 
Upon a thankless errand ; 

Fear not to touch the best. 

The truth shall be thy warrant : 

Go, since I needs must die. 

And give the wprld the lie. 

Go, tell the court it glows. 
And shines like rotten wood ; 

Go, tell the church it shows 
What'a good, and doth no good : 

If church and court reply. 

Then give them both the lie* 

Tell potentates they live. 
Acting by other's actions; 

Not lav'd^ unless they give, 

Not strong, but by their factions : 

If poteoktates reply. 

Give potentates the lie. 

Tell men pf high condition. 
Who i:ule aii^irs of state. 

Their purpose is ambition, - 
Their pi;actice only hate : 

And if they once Keply, 

Then give them all the lie. 
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Tell them that brave it most, 
The}' beg for more by spending. 

Who in their greatest cost. 
Seek nothing bat commeadmg : 

And if chey make reply. 

Spare not to ^ye the Iie». 



Tell zeal it lacks devoticm. 
Tell love it is bot lust;. 

Tell tiine it is .but motion. 
Tell flesh it is but dust : 

And wish them not reply. 

For thou must give the lie. 



Tell age it daily wasfeth,' 
Tell honour how it alters ; 

Tell beauty how it blasteth. 
Tell favour how she falters : 

And as they shall reply. 

Give each of them the lie. 



Tell wit how much it wrangles. 
In tickle points of niceness ; 

Tell wisdom she entangles 
Herself in over wiseness : 

And if they do reply. 

Straight give them both the lie. 
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Tell physic of har boldness,^ 
. . Tell skill it is pretensipn ; 
Tell charity of coldness^ 

Tell law it is cooteptioi) :. 
And as they yield reply, 
So give them still the lie. 



Tell fortune of her blindness^ 

Tell nature of decay ; 
Tell friendship oTonkindness, 

Tell justice of delay : 
And if they dare reply. 
Then give them still the lie. 

Tell arts they have no souiidness, * . 

But vary by esteeming; 
Teir schools they w^nt profoundness; 

And stand too much on seeming: 
If arts and schools reply, 
6ive arts and schools tbe He. 



Tell faith 'tfe fled *lie:city, 
Tell how the countrj' erreth ; 

Tell aiaubdod shakes off^pity> 
Tell virtue least pveferretb': 

And if they do reply^ ' 

SpBxe not t«> give the. lie. 
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So iv^en thou hast/^s I 

Commahded thee; done blabbing; 
Although to give the lie 

Deserves no less than stkbbiiig; 
Yet stab at thee who ivill. 
Ho stab thettoal can kii). 

Sir Walter Raleigh. 



ELEGY, 

IVRITTEN IN DECEMBER. 



The chill storm blows, and never to return. 
In sighing gales swift flies the parting year. 

Hanging her yellow wreath on Aututnn*s urn. 
Now drear Pecember drops her sullen. tear. 

No bird of twilight <as in Summer's bloom) 

With her soft song now cheers the lone-wood's shade, 
(How oft, sweet £obin, at eve's growing gloom, 

I've listen'd to tby soothing tei^en^de.) 
-» ' ' ' • ^ • . . ' . ' 

No leafy chesnut'is dai^ majestic bougb> • 

Shades the green su^rfiice of the daisied lawn ; 
Or o'er the happy valley hanging loW,\ ' ^ 

From day's meridian screen:^ tte>pan ting &.wn. 
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No smiling harvest waves its golden ears. 
Bending beneath soft zephyr's gentle gale ; 

No blooming April sheds her short-liv'd teacs^ 
Sure earnest of a charming May-blown vale. 

Dire contrast — ^now quick down the rocky steep^ 
From crag to crag the melted snow-storm pours ; 

And rushing onwards with destructive sweep^ 
Rolls in wild torrents to the river*s shores. 

Driving the lucid dew from off the thorn, 

In hollow whistlings raves the bleak north-east ; 

And riding qu the wet wing of the morn. 
To its lone shelter drives the shiv'ring beast. 

Again it roars — all nature bears the crash ; 

The peasant trembles in his propped abode. 
And f(^ars the loosen'd snow with thundVing.dash, 

May sink his cot- beneath the whelming load. 

In this cold dismal scene of wintry woe. 
Where can the soul of feeling wish to stray i 

Where do the genial streams of pleasure flow. 
To tempt a traveller through the cheerless way ? 

Yes, bliss is mine — ^my lovely Stella's charms 
Lures my fond footsteps to her cottage door ; 

The dear idea all my bosom warms, 

( think of her, and Winter reigns no more. 
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O^ dearest maid ! Ay goodness^ and thy truth. 
Decks the drear prospect with the bloom of May ; 

The ardent soul of tliy adoring youth. 
Recalls the twitt'ring bird on ev'ry spray. 

O may thy heart allow my image room; 

Throw froaeaa Winter from its tweet recess ; 
May flowers of love in that dear bosom bloom. 

And everlasting Spring thy faithful swain will bless* 

Gardner. 
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EPIGRAM. 



A HAMPSBt I receiv'd of wine. 
As good, Dick says, as e'er was tasted- 
And Dick may be supposed to know. 
For be contrived his matters so 
As every day with me to dine. 
Much longer than the liquor lasted : 
If such are presents— while I live 
Oh! let me not receive — ^but give^ 
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TO A YOUNG LADY 
Upon her 'Birth-daiif. 

Sweet modesty, the maid's defence. 
That ^'er the chastest awe iiis{)ife8. 

And like the far-&ni'd ptant pf sense. 
Within its shrinktiig self retires. 

Meek Innocence^ a simple maid^ 
Whom momins: woos adown the dale. 

As all in snow-white stole Brray'd, 
She culls the lily of the vale. 

Pity, a nun, who onoe her beads 

Counted, where bloom'd her hopes awhile. 
With willow wreath, and mourner's weeds^ 

With pilgrim tear, and angel smile. 

Young Health ! with gaudy cheek of bloom. 
That sports upon the village lawn. 

That early treads the heath of broom. 
To hail the morning's rising dawn. 

All these, dear maid, auspicious smile. 
And proud to bless thy natal day. 

Shall guide thee from the steps of guile. 
And smooth for thee life's thorny way. - 

Literary Magazine* 
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A RECEIPT FOR A, LOVE LETTER, 



A PAINTED dart with aagttith tipt, 

A cup of poison take ; 
An op'nJAg bod natimdy nipt, 

A victim at a rack. 

A bleeding hearty a vestal flame> 

A mi(Kl in deep despair, 
A thousand tortures wkbout aame> 

And style her killing fair! 

Eacb look that faintly speaks disdain, 
A flash of lightning call ; 
And should she give deniaf plain. 
Be that a thunder ball. 

Ten thousand oaths, all well apply'd. 
Must here in course be ta'en, 

Tho' they're all meant to be bely^d. 
And taken o^er again* 

Swear that her eyes are two bright stars. 
Her cheeks exceed the rose. 

And purer white than lily bears 
On her soft bosom flows. . 
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Her lips must crimson velvet be^ 

And silver all her teeth ; 
Svreeter than any spicy, tree 

Must be her balmy breathe 

The ^UQ must be as cold as ice^ 

When with your flame compared ;. 

Nay^ light be darkness in a trice. 
If she but speak the word. 

Then you must break your heart in two ;— 

Send her the better half ; — 
She'll, niay-be, say 'tis something new. 

And condescend to laugh. 

And when she laughs, the sun must shine 

With an enliv'ning ray; — 
Her smile be 'brightness all divine, 

A perfect summer's day* 

Let daggers, poison, blood, and death. 

Fill every other line; 
Between them let the gentle breath 

Of soft persuasion shine. 

First talk of love, and then the grave. 
Of racks, and woodbine bow'rs ; 

Now swear, now praise, kiss, weep, and rave 
In time she must be yours. 
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TO A FROG- 

T^ooR being! wherefore dost thou fly? 
Why seek to shun my gazing eye. 

And palpitate with fear ? 
Indulge a passing trav'ler'is sights 
And leap not on in vain affright; 

No cruel foe is here. 

I would but pause awhile, to view 
Thy dappled coat of many a hue ; 

Thy rapid bound survey ; 
And see how well thy limbs can glide 
Along the sedge-crown'd streamlet's tide. 

Then journey on my way. 

No savage sage am I, whose pow'^r 
Shall tear thee from thy rush^wove bow'r. 

To feel th' unsparing knife ; 
No barb'rous schemes this hand shall try. 
Nor, to prolong thy deatli, would I 

Prolong thy little life. 

Ah ! let him not, whose wanton skill 
Delights the mangled frog to kill. 

The wreath of praise attain ! 
Philosophy abhors the heart 
That prostitutes her sacred art. 

To give one beiag pain. 

Monthly Magazine* 
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THE MOUSE'S PETITION. 

Parcere iuhjectUy tt deheUare mperbot. 

Oh! hear a pensive captive*s pray'jr. 

For liberty that sighs; 
And never let thy heart be shut 

Against the prisoner's cries. 

For here forlorn and sad I sit. 

Within die wiry grate ; 
And ti^emble at tn approieu^hiDg miorn. 

Which brings impending fate. 

If e'er thy breast with freedom glow'd. 
And spurned a tyrant's chain. 

Let riot thj' strong impressivje force 
A free-born mouse detain.— 

Oh ! do not stain with guiltless blood 

Thy hospitable hearth ; 
Nor triumph that thy wiles betrayed 

A prize so little worth. 



\. ■. 



The scattered gleanings of a feast 
My scanty meal supply ; 

But if thine unrelenting heart 
That slender boon deny, 
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The cheerful lights the vital air, 
, Are blessings widely given ; 
Let' nature's commoners enjoy 
The common gifts of Heaven. 

The well-taught philosophic mind 

To all compassion gives ; 
Casts round the world an equiJ eye^ 

And feels for all that lives. 

Or^ if this transient gleam of day 

Be ALL of life we share. 
Let pity plead within thy breast 

That little ALL to spare. 

So may thy hospitable board 
With health and peace.be crown^. 

And evVy charm of heartfelt ease , 
Beneath thy roof be found. 

So when unseen destruction, lurks. 
Which men like mice may share. 

May som^ kind angd clear thy patb>. 
And break the hidden snare. 

Mrs. Barbauld. 
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STANZAS TO ILL-NATURE. 



JFibnd abhorr'd^ mankind's worst foe! 

Hence, thy darksome crew among — 
Haste — and with tby jaundic'd brow^ 

Fly the muse's vengeful song* 

Oft the hapless muse hath bome^ 
Deep within the wounded hearty 

Fell detraction's venom'd thorn. 
Pointed by thy treaeh'rous art^ 

Born of envy, nurs'd by spleen, 

Rear'd in passion's blighting storm ; 

Sorrow, anguish, care, chagrin, 
Mark thy hideous hateful form. 

Fraud and falsehood swell thy train. 
Discord is thy sole employ, 

Baffl'd malice all thy pain. 
Seated rancour all thy joy. 

Does the muse with sportive pow'r 
Strive the gloom of life to cheer, 

Thou'lt arraign the harmless hour. 
Stifle peace, and nurture fear. 
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Does the flow of joy, or ease^ 
Some endearing scenes supply; 

E-v'ry little wish to please 
Rouses thy malignity ;— ^ 

Humble genius, slender grace, 
. Small desert, may wait the muse^ 
Yet if any spark we trace, 
Thy severest hate ensues* 

BlackenM by thy foul report. 
Mirth is mischief, laughter guile ; 

Snares <are seen in ev ry sport. 
Perfidy in evVy smile* 

Still thy arts, maUciotts fiend. 

Still thy hell-bom schemes would fail. 
Did not oft the valued friend 

Listen to thy specious tale* 

Vain were each insidious charge,. 

Effort feeble as unjitst. 
Did, alas ! the world at large 

Only hear, -and only trust* 

Did not-oft libe secret lie 

Break the bond of private peace. 
Bid domestic comfort fly. 

Love ^subside, and friendship cease ; 

11 
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Did not oft thy breath destroy 
Fair Contentment's blooming flowV^ 

Wither cv'ry social joy. 

And corrode life's sweetest hour ; 

Did not oft thy poison'd shaft 
Pierce the breast that most we prize^ 

And on fading faith engraft 

Doubt, constraint, and sad surmise.— » 

Luckless is. that child of care. 

Who beneath thy scourge must live> 

Doom'd from early youth to bear 
All the torments thou canst give. 

Once thy fatal influence spread. 
Candour takes no further part ; 

Ignorance suspects the head. 
Prejudice belies the heart. 

Hard and cruel is bis lot, 

Ev'ry merit is denied ; 
All his virtues are forgot. 

All his errors magnified* 

Fiend relendess — ^tyrant grim — 

Yet awhile, and all is o'ier ; 
When the lamp of life is dim 

Thou wilt be observM no more. 
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When the sad^ the ftin'ral kneO^ 
Shall his parted breath proclaim^ 

Faitfafbl meni'ry then shall tell 
Whether he deserv'd such blame. 

Love^ perhaps^ may o'er his tomb 

Drop a tender silent tear ; 
Friendship too lament a doom^ 

Enmity may think severe. 

County Magazine. 



THE ANGLER'S WISH. 



I IN these flow'iy meads would be : 

These crystal streams should solace me ; 

To whose harmonious bubbling noise, 

I with my angle would rejoice. 
Sit here and see the turtle dove 
Court his chaste mate to acts of love ; 

Or on that bank, feel the west wind 
Breathe health and plenty, please my mind 
To see sweet dew-drops kiss these flowers, 
An(J then wash'd off by April showers : 
Here hear my Kenna sing a song. 
There see a blackbird feed her young; 



I 

J 
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Or a leveroek build her dest; 

Here give my Weaiy spirits rest. 

And raise mj low-pitch'd thoughts abdve 

Earthy or what poor mortals love i 
Thus free from law-suits, and the noiise 
Of printSes* boartSi I would rejoiee } 

Or with my Bryan, and a book^ 

Loiter long days near Shawford brook ; 

There ait by him, and eat my meat ; 

There see the sun both rise and set ; 

There bid good morning to next day; 

There meditate my time away : 
And angle on, and beg to have 
A quiet passage to a welcome grave. 

fValion. 



EPIGRAM. 
On a dissatisfied, ill-tempered, Man* 

Still restless, still chopping and changing about ; 
Still enlarging^ rebuilding, and making a rout; 
Little Timothy, outrfe as it may appear. 
Pulls down, and builds up again, ten times a year: 
With this altering rage, poor dissatisfy'd elf. 
What a pity it is he don't alter himself* 

Anonymoui. 
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^ AN EVENING'S WALK. 

7h e air was stilly the ^hy serene^ 

Jhe puft bftd yet an hwr'p day j 
When thro' the pe^cl I trod uofeeot 

My usuri dplitftry way. 

Sadden the clouds with darkness rise^ 
The thunder grumble^ ia the wind; 

The xBif^ despend^ the lightpiog Am, 
True emblem pf frail Ufe we ^d* 

Pe90eA|l md qiiiet ia tjiis homr. 
The next brings on sad ills of life ; 

Misfortune's clouds begiii to low'r, 
Witji oii^Uf^e^ bickering^j and ptrife. 

Then happy |;hey who^e hi^mble shed 
Can i^creen them tjU the s^orm is pa^t ; 

Where sweet content, by temperance fed. 
Shall be their shelter tp the Ia$t« 

Fly swift, ye shafts of enyy, fly ! 

Malevolence, like lightning's d^rt. 
The bla^e awhile may terrify. 

But ne'er can hurt the upright heart. 

County Magazine* 
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THE ROSE. 

Go^ lovely Rose ! 
Tell her that wastes her time and me^ 

That now she knows^ 
When I resemble her to thee. 
How sweet and fair she seems to be. 

Tell her that's young. 
And shmis to have her graces spy'd. 

That hadst thou sprung 
In desarts, where no men abide. 
Thou must have uncommended dy*d. 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty, from the light retired ; 

Bid her come forth. 
Suffer herself to be desir'd. 
And not so blush to be admir'd. 

Then die ! that she 
The common fate of all things rare 

May read in thee. 
How small a part of time they share^ 
That are so wond'rous sweet and fair ! 

fValkr. 
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THE ROSE RETURNED, 

IN ANSWEB. 

Go, lovely Rose! 
Tell him that wastes his time on me> 

That now he knows. 
When he resembles me to thee. 
How dangerous female beauties be. 

Tell him, while young. 
Who fain wou'd have my graces spy'd. 

That hadst thou sprung 
in desarts, where no men abide. 
Thou hadst not thus untimely dy'd. 

Calm is the breast 
• Of beauty, from the light retired ; 

And peace her guest. 
Who wishes not to be desir'd ; 
Still hadst thon flourished, unadmir*d« 

-Go die ! thai he 
The common fate of all things rare 

May read in thee, 
Pluck'd from thy stem no more to share 
Of ought that made the sweet or fair. 

County Magazine* 
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ADDRESSED TO ▲ YQUN6 LADY. 

Should you ask me what female desert I require. 

To relish the conjugal life ; 
Nor beauty^ nor titles^ nor wealth I desire. 

To bias my choice in a wife ; 
The charms of a face may occasion a sigh ; 

The costly allurements of art 
May yield a short moment of joy to tb^ eye^ 

But give no delight to the h^art 

Would equipage^ splendor^ or noble desc^t^ 

Bring comfort wberever tbey fajlj 
Cou'd these add a drop to the cup of content, 

rd gladly partake of them all ; 
But vain the assistance proud riches bestow. 

The raptures that beauties impart. 
To soften the painful reflections of woe, 
^ Or banish distress from the heart* 

Then give me the temper unclouded and gay. 

The countenance ever serene. 
To cheer with sweet converse as youth wears away. 

And dissipate anger and ^leen ; 
Whose smiles may endear and enliven the hours 

Retirement shall oft set apart ; 
Whose virtues may sooth, when disquietude sours. 

And tenderness cherish the heart. 
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For fortune, be honour her portion assign^; 

Tor beauty, bright health's rosy bloom ; 
lat juatiee and candour enoble her miod^ 

And cheerfulness banish the gloom : 
Thus formed, would she share with me life's little store. 

Its mixture of pleasure and smart. 
She'd ever continue, 'till I was no more. 

The oonstant de%ht of my heart. 

County Magazine. 



ORDERS TO MY PORTER. 



jLhou faithful guardian of these happy walls. 
Whose honest zeal protects thy master's gate. 

If any stranger at this mansion calls, 
I'll tell thee who shall eat^f; who shall wait. 

If Fortune, blindfold dame, shall chance to knock. 
Or proud Ambition court me to her arms, 

*^ Shut, shut the door, good John," and turn the lock. 
And hide thy master from their syren charms. 

For in their dismal train, as black as night. 
Come hideous care and sullen melancholy. 

And song, and joy, and laughter take their flight. 
Nor leave gne precious moment to dear folly. 
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If at my door a beauteous boy be seen, 
(His little feet have oft my threshold trod) 

You*ll know the oi&pring of the Cypnan ^een^ 
His air, without his bow, betrays the god* 

His magic smiles admission always win, 
Tho* oft deoeiv*d, I love the dear deluder ; 

Mom^ noon, or night, besure to let him in,( 
For welcome, love is never an intruder. 

Should sober Wisdom hither dei^ to roam. 
Nor let her in, nor drive her qui^ Away ; 

Tell her at present, '^ I am not at home, '- 
But hope she'll visit me another day." . 

County Magazine* 



* 



THE CONFESSIOJ^- 

TO MISS B» li. 

JIn vainl $triyemy heart to shield. 
Spite of mysdf that heart will jield ; 
In vain would hide a thousand ways. 
What ev'ry conscious look betrays. 

The jest assum'd, tV averted eye j 

Poorly conceal the stifled sigh ; I 

Each stolen touch, which love impels. 
The heart's emotion trembling tells* 
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Yet not Eliza's charms alone^ 
Could ruling reason thus dethrone ; 
Her blooming graces^ tho' with pain^ 
My cautious bosom might sustain. 

But arm'd with that enchanting mien^ 
Which speaks the feeling mind within ; 
How can my soflten'd breast be free. 
Thus caught by sensibility ? 

Yet not for me the tear will start, 
Which proves Eliza's tender heart; 
Yet not for me the smile wiH speak^ 
Which brightens in Eliza's cheek : 

Lost in the whirl of fashion'd life. 
Where nature is with joy at strife ; 
Her utiembarrass'd looks declare 
That love is.tiot triumphant there : 

Lur'd by the hope of gaudier days, ' 
The pompous banners Wealth displays ; 
Each fond emotion distant keeps, 
And all her native softness sleeps* 

Ibid. 
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ON CHRISTMAS DAY. 



AwAK£ from silence ey'iy voice^ 

Each tuneful pipe^ and sounding stpng; 

Let ev'iy grateful heart rqjoioej 
And ev'ry tongue in r^ptyr^ sipg. 

On this distinguished day of grace^ 
Th' et^rn^l Prince of glory come^ 

To purge the guilt of human race. 
And save th^m by hi^ powerful pai^e* 

Bow down yopr heads^ ye lofty pines^ 
Ye mountains^ crown'd with cedars tail; 

Be stilly ye rude imperious winds^ 
Tbrppgbout the wide terrestrial balU 

Let nought but harmony and love 
O'er all th' expanded surface reign. 

And let the sacred choir above 
Approve, and join the heav'nly strain. 

When we in bondage were exil'd. 
And rebels to th' eternal God, 

Our souls, with blackest guilt defil'd. 
Obnoxious to th' impending rod : 
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That from bis seat of perfect blisff 
The Son of glory should descend^ 

To offer man the terms of peace. 
And bis unbounded grace extend* 

Sucb goodness, such stupendous care t 
Nor man, nor angels can explore : 

Then let us what we cannot trace,. 
With awful reverence adore. 

Ye wing'd inhabitants of air,. 

All ye that graze the verdant plain,. 
Ye herds that to the wilds repair. 

And je that skim the surging main :. 

Some signs of exultation show. 

While grateful minds your voices raise^ 
^Tis all that mortals can bestow. 

To hail the day in songs of praise : 

While skilful hands the chorus join. 
And tune the rapture-raising lyre ; 

While grateful strains of love divine. 
Serene, extatic joys inspire. 

Thus sacred be the happy day. 

While sun, and moon, and star* endure ; 
Till nature feels her last decay. 

And time itself shall be no more. 
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TO A FRIEND. 
Written after his departure to the fVest-Indtes^ 

Adieu^ my much lov*d friend ! adieu for ever ! 

To thy sweet converse, social mirth adieu ! 
O thou whom many an envious league doth sever^ 

Be thine the lay to parting friendship due. 

Thee my lorn fency loves to picture, sailing 

Across the vast Atlantic's foamy waste. 
Each unknown coast in fond idea bailing^. 

And dreaming joys thou haply ne'er shalt taste. 

For ah ! to what blest region canst thou wander. 
Where scenes than ours more fair thy senses greet ; 

Where canst thou view more healthful streams meander f 
Find skies more genial, airs more balmy sweet i 

What though the clinle thou seek'st with maize wide 
spreading. 

Bananas tall, in green luxuriance smile ; 
What though the citron, richest odours shedding. 

With grateful zest the novel taste beguile ; — 

There many a Briton — erossM the hostile surges. 

The soil scarce trod — hath heav'd his gasping breath ; 

Tornado there his blasting fury urges. 
And arid fever breathes contagious death ! 
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Bat thott art gone, and vain the voice dissuading: — 
Knew*st thou my wiah^— yet ah ! it may not be — 

Endearments past thy visions oftimes aiding. 
Thy truant soul would wing its thoughts to me! 

Say, when the sun, meridian beams diflFusing,. 

With vivid splendor gilds the cloud's thin folds. 
Say, wilt thou think thy friend, like thee, deep musing. 

Though distant far, the self-same orb beholds f— 

Say, when the breesies sleep on Ocean's pillow. 
And the calm water's scarcely lave the strand. 

Say, wilt thou think each gently murmuring billow. 
Like thee, perchance, hath left its natal land ? 

W. Case, Jun. 



THE LONG VACATION. 

JMLv lord npw quits his venerable seat. 
The six clerk on his padlock turns the key. 

From business hurries to his snug retreat. 
And leaves vacation and the town to me» 

Now all is hush'd, asleep the eye of care. 
And Lincoln's Inn a solemn stillness holds. 

Save where the porter whistles o'er the square. 
Or Pompey barks, or basket woman scolds ; 
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Save that^ from jooder pump^ and dusty stair. 
The mopeing shoeblack, and the laundress maifl,^ 

Complain of such tis from the town repair. 
And leave their little quarterage unpaids 

In those dull chambers, where old parchments lie,. 

And useless draughts, in many a mouldering heap. 
Each for parade to catch the clients eye, 

Salkeld and Ventris in oblivion sleep. 

In these dead hours, what now remains for me I 
Still to the stool and to the desk confin'd, 

Debarr'd from Autumn's shades, and liberty. 
Whose smiles are soft as- uiy Cleora*s kind. 

Hail, beauteous nymph ! how does thy presence gild; 

The brow of care, and mitigate my pains ! 
With thee (such ecstasy thy beauties yield) 

Bondage is free, and hugs thy pleasing chains. 

Blest in thy love, sincerely I despise 
The quibble, warmly urg'd with many a frown,. 

Hear each opinion of the leam'd and wise. 
Nor envy Cato's wig, or Tully's gown. 

British Chronicle* 
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VERSES, 



Pensive I rove the pebbled shore^ 

Where Trent slow winds his crystal stream^ 

Now youth's gay season charms no more^ 
Or gilds with smiles life's airy dream ; 

Secluded from the noisy town^ 

Where folly rules with potent sway ; 

Where malice points the scornful frown ; 
And specious friends^ alas ! betray. 

I hear the tumult from afar 
Of mingled joy and sorrow loud ; 

There mad Ambition mounts the car^ 
And stiU deludes the gaping crowd. 

Ah ! little do his vot'ries know 

What bliss these peaceful scenes afford ; 
What charms from this retirement flow^ 

What plenty decks my homely board. 

Jt on the margin of the stream^ 

Or through the flow'ry meads I stray. 

Some blissful vision prompts my theme. 
And sweetly cheats the fleeting day. 

12 
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Sequestered thus from care and show, 
1*11 join the much-lov*d poet's song : 

*' Man wants hut little here below/* 
Alas ! ^ Nor wants that little long.*" 



C.S. 



TO HENRY. 

Ah ! tell me not, that jealous fear 

Betrays a weak suspicious mind ; 
Were I less true, and thou less dear,. 

I should he blest, and thou be kind» 

But while, by giddy fancy led. 

In search of joy you wildly rove. 
Say, can my mind be free from dread. 

When ev'ry sense is chain*d by love ? 

Yet soon my anxious fears shall cease. 
Since I am doom'd from thee to part ^ 

That day will give me lasting peace. 
For, oh ! that day will break my heart. 

Emma. 
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THE THORN WITHOUT THE ROSE. 



*^Mo more, my bosom's peace to wound^ 

The oft-told tale relate. 
Of troubles you, my friend, have found 

To vex the marriage state* 

'' The querulous capricious mind 
Deserves contempt and scorn. 

That hopes in life's paterre to find 
A Rose without a Thorn." 

Thus Jack to Tom, his comrade dear. 

With peevish accents spoke. 
For Tom had groan'd full many a year 

Beneath the nuptial yoke. 

A termagant his consort prov'd. 

Devoid of female grace. 
From Hecate scarce in form remov'd. 

In temper, or in face. 

" My friendly monitor, I must 

(Nor let it raise your pride) 
Confess your observation just." 

Thus, quickly, Tom reply'd :— 
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** Butj think how hard his fate must be^ 

How piteous sure his woes^ 
Who*a destia'd to possess^ like m^ 

The Thorn without the Rose. 



MS. 



TO HOPE. 

j^H ! who is me ! from day to dajr 
I drag a life of pain and sorrow : 

Yet still, sweet Hope ! I hear thee sajr, 
'^ Be calm, thine ills will end tomorrow." 

The morrow comes, but brings to me 
No charm, disease or grief relieving \ 

And am I ever doomed to see. 

Sweet Hope, thy promises deceiving I 

Yet false and cruel as thou art. 
Thy dear delusions will I cherish : 

I cannot, dare not, with thee part. 
Since I, alas ! with thee must perish. 

Jlnonjfmous* 



i 
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REFLECTIONS ON MATRIMONY. 

BT AN OLD BACHELOK. 

IDowN to the vale of life I teDd^ 
Where hoary age creeps slowly on ; 

And with the burdening thought I bend> 
That youth and all its joys are gone.— 

Successire years have roll'd away. 
In fancied views of future bliss ; 

They proved mere phantoms of a day^ 
And all that future dies in thi$. 

Now, with a retrospective eye, 

I look far back to early life ; 
When Hymen promis'd to supply 

My highest wishes in a wife. 

I waited, hop^d, and trtisted still. 

That time would bring th' expected day j 
But never happy to my will. 

Did fortune throw it in my way. 

Too nice, too wise, too proud was I 
To wed as taught by Nature's rulef ; 

The world was still to chuse for me/— 
And I — the condescending fool.— 
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Hence are my days a barren round ' 

Of trifling hopes^ and idle fears ; 

For Kfe — true life — ^is only found 
In social joys, and social tears. 

Let mopeing monks, and rambling rakes, . 

The joys of wedded love deride; 
Their manners rise from gross mistakes, 

Ujibridled lust, or gloomy pride. 

Thy sacred sweets, connubial love. 
Flow irom affection more refin'd ; 

Affections :sacred to the dove. 

Heroic, constant, warm, and kind. 

Hail, holy flame ! hail, sacred tie ! 

That binds two gentle souls in one : 
On equal wings their troubles fly. 

In equal streams their pleasures run. 

Their duties still their pleasures bring. 
Hence joys in quick succession come ; 

A queen is she, and he*s a king. 
And their dominion is — their home. 

Happy the youth, who finds a bride. 
In sprightly days of health and ease ; 

Whose temper's to his own ally*d, 
No knowledge seeks — ^but how to please. 
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A thousand si;veets their days attend, 
A thousand comforts rise around ; 

The husband, parent, wife, and friend^ 
In ev'ry dearest sense is found* 

Yet think not, man ! 'midst scenes so gay^ 
That clouds and storms will never rise ; 

A doud may dim the brightest day. 
And storms disturb the calmest skies«^ — 

Still shall their days with bliss be crowu'd^ 
Nor shall their comforts hence remove ; 

Bitters are oft salubrious found. 
And lover*s quarrels heighten love.-^* 

The lights and shades, and goods and ills^ 
Thus finely blended in their fate. 

To sweet submission bow their wills. 
And make diem happy in their state. 

MS. 



FROM A LOVER OF THE HOUSE OF YORK, 
To his Mistress of the House of Lancaster. 

If this fair rose offend thy sight. 

It in thy bosom wear ; 
'Twill blush to find itself less white^ 

And turn Lancastrian there. 
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THE PRISONER. 

• 

JLn, Hope> seraphic heavenly maid^ 

Impart thy lenient power ! 
Oh ! swift descend^ and with thy aid 

Come cheer the dreary hour 1 

' Ah ! haste and bring thy aid to me. — 
Come^ soothing balm^ dear liberty ! 
, Ah ! break my chains and set me free. 

And, from this gloomy dungeon drear^ 
Let me once more with transport see 
-Delights which you alone can cheer. 

Sometimes with grief of heart oppress'd^ 
Urg^d by despair^ the door I try 
la vain in quest of liberty ; 
The fmitless effort fills mine eye 

With tears that lull me to my rest. 

Dreams of vain hope then fill my mind. 
Visions of bliss before me Ay, 

And, in my sleep, I seem to find 
A constant view of liberty. 

I wake in peace, but sad reverse, 
. The heav'nly aereal is not there ; 
Around my dungeon all is hush. 
All gloomy, silent, dark despair. 
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Then, welcome, death, thou fear*d, but friendly foe ! 
Welcome thy shuddering pill, thy awful, deadly blow. 
That frees a broken heart from agonizing woe. 
And bids the sixffering wretch resign his bieath. 
To be at peace within the arms of death. 

^ 



THE SAD MIND- 

At that lone hour, when care is lost 
In sweet forgetAilness and sleep. 

The woe-worn wretch, by sorrows crost. 
Retires alone to wake and weep : 

The fearful horrors of the storm and wind 

Are small, compar'd to those in his sad mind. 

Beyond these battlements on high, 
I view yon mountain s lofty base ; 

The tear, succeeded by the sigh, . 
Will rush adown my pallid face ; 

As thus in melancholy mood reclin'd, 

I vent the anguish hid in this sad mind* 

Oblivion's stream, I've oft been told. 
Has pow'r to calm the sense of woe. 

The senses of the wretch enfold. 
And bid his sorrows cease to flow : 

But no Lethean cup can I e'er find. 

For mis'ry holds her seat in this sad mind. 
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What soands of horror do I hear ! 

The oviVa shrill scream, the raven's wing. 
In munnurs reach my frighten'd ear. 

And to this heart conviction bring. 
That though to Virtue's path inclin'd. 
Sweet peace is far from me, and tiiis sad mind* 

At evening's lone and quiet hour. 

The droning bat wheel'd slowly by. 
Alive to Superstition's pow'r, 

Th' unbidden tear rosh'd from my eye ; 
And, as the western sun declin'd. 
Fresh fears and horrors rose in this sad mind. 

Ah ! should this presage of my heart. 
Which fills my souV with throbbing woe^ 

Be soon fuIfilFd, and death's sure dart 
Have laid my darling Edgar low : 

The same dread power, with hand so kind. 

Shall peace and joy restore to this sad mind. 

With him TU fly to that blest shore. 

Where joy immortal ever reigns — 
Where pain and sorrow are no more. 

And love divine the soul sustains — 
Where mortal films, no longer blind. 
And griefs and cares expell'd from this sad mind. 

Flowers of Literature* 
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ODE TO THE CUCKOO- 



Hail, beauteous stranger of the grove ! 

Thou messenger of spring ! 
Now heaven repairs thy rural Heat, 

And woods thy welcome ring. 

What time the daisy decks the green^ 

Thy certain voice we hear; 
Hast thou a star to guide thy path. 

Or mark the rolling year i 

Delightful visitant ! with thee 

1 hail the time of flowers ; 
And hear the sound of music sweet. 

Of birds among the bowers. 

The school-bny, wandVing through die wood, 

Tq pull the primrose gay. 
Starts, the new voice of spring to hear. 

And imitates thy lay* 

What time the pea puts on the bloom. 

Thou fly St thy vocal vale ; 
An annual guest in other lands. 

Another spring to hail. 
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Sweet bird ! thy bower is ever green. 

Thy sky is ever clear ; 
Tliou hast no soitow in thy song. 

No winter in thy year ! 

O, ooald I fly. Yd By with thee ! 

We'd make, with joyful wing, 
Our annual visit o*er the globe. 

Companions of the spring. 



Logan, 



RESPICE FINEM. 

JLo be as wise as Cato was. 
And rich as Craesus in his life ; 

To have the strength of Hercules, 
Which did subdue by force or strife ; 

What helpeth it, when death doth call ? 

The happy end exceedeth all. 

The rich may well the poor relieve ; 

The rulers may redress each wrong ; 
The learned may good counsel give ; 

Bat mark the end of this my song : 
Who doth these things, happy they call ; 
The happy end exceedeth all. 



' 
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The happiest end in these our clays> 
That all do seek^ both small and great^ 

Is but for fanie^ or else for praise, — 
Or, w1m> may sit in higher seat ; 

But of these things, hap what hap shall. 

The happy end exceedeth all. 

A good beginning oft we see. 
But seldom standing at one stay ; 

For few do like the mean degree. 
Then praise at parting, some men say 

The thing whereto each wight is thrall. 

The happy end exceedeth all. 

• 

The mean estate, that happy life. 
Which livetb under governance ; 

Who seeks no hate, nor breeds no strife. 
But takes in worth his happy chance : 

If contentation him befall. 

His happy end exceedeth all. 

The longer life that we desire. 

The more offence doth daily grow ; 

The greater pain it doth require. 

Except the judge some mercy show: 

Wherefore I think, and ever shall. 

The happy end exceedeth all. 

Paradise of Dainty Devi$c9* 
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TO THE LADIES. 

On Davison s Palm^/rene^ or violet-scentett Soap^ 

• 
A Davison once urg*d his queen to sign 
Her fatal sentence on a form divine ; 
Yet, sure, that victim's face, ador'd by all. 
With mightier impulse sped her hapless faM. 

To keep awhile such graces from the tomb. 
To fix their fleeting snows, their transient bloom^ 
Our modem Davison from Syria's plains 
His bright restorative of beauty drains^ 
'Tis his to change (the veil of time withdrawn) 
Life's clouded ev'ning to its purple dawn. 
And, 'spite of sorrow's waste, or youth's* decay. 
Recall the sunshine of our vernal day. 

For this Palmyra's gloomy vaults explor'd, 
A long lost treasure yields its ample hoard ; 
And Davison, exulting, joys to bear 
Zenobia's arts to grace the British fair. 

No pois'nous unguent here, with styptic power. 
Shrinks the parch'd forehead like a rivell'd flower j 
No acid wash, with treach'rous skill prepared. 
Corrodes the bosom it pretends to guard ; - 
For. tints more chaste to Davison repair. 
There health resides, and Hymen triumphs there. 
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His safe cosmetics genial force retain^ 

Point the dull glance^ and clear th' incuraber'd vein ; 

On Ch1oe*s hund innoxious sapphires spread^ 

And tinge her cheeks with salutary red; 

Such aids the ball, the romp, the kiss defy^ 

Nor drop their ensigns till their leaders die* 

If wealth like this your Davison imports. 
Ye British dames, to you his hope resorts ! 
Let your soft voice his eastern stores proclaim. 
Exalt their merits, and protect their fame : 
Nor think your praise the living only know — 
Its magic influence rules the world below. 
While Syrians spoils your growing charms adorn. 
Her vanquish*d heroine shall no longer mourn : 
Palmyra thus shall think her wrongs repaid. 
And added glory crown Zenobia's shade 

In the wrapper of Davison s Soap. 



ON A FOP TURNED EPICURE 

Saving, you say. Jack Selfish grows. 
Because he's seen in shabbier clothes, 

Bui you mi<((ake, I tell ye : 
A selfish spendthrift still is Jack, 
And that which lately vamp*d his back. 

Now goes to gorge his belly. 
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THE YOUNG NEGRO WOMEN'S SONG. 

Thb loud wiod roared, the raia fell fast ; 
Tbe white man )rielded to the blast : 
He sat him down beneath our tree ; 
For weary^ sad, and faint was he ; 
And, ah ! no wife, or mother's care. 
For him the milk or corn prepare. 

CHORUS. 

The white man shall our pity share f 
Alas ! no wife, or mother's care. 
For him the milk or com prepare ! 

The storm is o'er, tbe tempest past ; 
And Mercy's voice has hush'd the blast* 
The wind is heard in whispers low ; 
The white man far away must go ; 
But ever in his heart will bear 
Remembrance of the Negro's care. 

CHORUS. 

Go, white man, go ; but with thee bear 
The Negro's wish j the Negro's prayer ; 
Remembrance of the Negro's care. 

Duckess of Devonshire. 
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THE BEGGAR GIRL. 

A SONG* 

Oy£K the mountain^ and over the moor. 

Hungry, and barefoot, I wander forlorn ; 
My father is dead, and my mother is poor. 

And she grieves for the days that will never return* 
Pity, kind gentlemen 1 friends of humanity ! 

Cold blows the wind, and the night's coming on : 
Give me some food for my mother, for chanty ; 
Give me some food, and then I will be gone. 

Call me not lazy-back, beggar, and bold-enough. 
Fain would I learn both to knit and to sew ; 

IVe two little brothers at home, when their old enough 
They will work hard for the gifts yon bestow. 
Pity, kind gentlemen ! &c. 

Think while you revel so cureless and free. 
Secure from the wind, and well clothed and fed ; 

Should fortune so change it, how hard it would be 
To beg at a door for a morsel of bread. 
Pity, kind gekitlemen ! &c. 



13 
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ON THE DEATH OF MISS CROOKSHANK. 
Supposed ta be spoken at the Interment * 

^* jTht fragrant bosom^ eaktb^ unfold^ 
And lightly lay ihy softest mould r. 
We briog a slumb'rec full of cbarmsy 
To lodge hes in thy gloomy arms* 

'' Let roses shed imfading bloomy 
And lilies flourish found her toinb f. 
Roses and lilies be^t eonld show: 
The beauteous face that £ades below. 

'' May no rude step disturb the groundl 
Where this reposing babe is found ;: 
While cherubs here their vigils keep> 
And guard her dust^^ and sooth her sleep.. 

'' But think not, gkatb> that we resign 
This treasure as for ever thine ;. 
We only ask a transient stay^ 
Till beav*n unfolds th' etemdt day r 

" Tlien shall this mould'ring frame of flesh 
Spring forth in blooming life afresh ; 
And DEATH, that swallows all^ shall be 
Swallowed himself in victory." 

Gibbons. 
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ON THE SINGlKG OF A ROBIN. 



Mow to some tree'3 aspiring bought 
That drops its faded leaves below. 
Or to some bam^is straw-cover'd height 
The Redbreast wings hu ev'oiog flight*. 

Pleased I attend bis tuneful throat, 
Wlule winter shivers in bis nole^ 
Prophetic of long months of gloom. 
Tempests and sleets, and soows to come* 

Stay, feather'd innocent, and sing. 
Till nature wakes die blooming spring ^ 
And, wtule the lark denies bis song. 
Do thou thy living strmns* prolong* 

How glad, sweet warbler, should I be^ 
Could I but mingle joys with thee; 
And, while life's wintry state remains. 
Charm the dull shades, and sooth my pains. 

Ibid. 
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THE CAUTION. 



Soft kisses may be iniicieeitt, 
But^ ah ! IDO ea&y maid, beware ; 

Though that is all thy kiadness meaat^ 
'Tia love's deluaiye fatal snare* 

No virgio e'er at first designed 
Through all the maze of love la stray ; 

But each new path allures her mind. 
Till wand'ring <m, she lose her way, 

'Tis easy ere set out to stay ; 

Bat who the useful art can teach. 
When sliding down the steepy way. 

To stop, before the end we reach i 

K^p ever something in thy pow'r. 
Beyond what would thy honour stain : 

He will not dare to aim at more. 
Who for small &vour8 sighs in vain* 

Mrs. Cockbum. 
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AN ADDRESS TO SUSPENSE. 



▼f H AT alt thott^ dubious power ? that to the earth 
Now sinks the sadden'd hearty now lifts it high^ 

At once of human^ and of heav'nly birth ; 
Mortal^ thy sire, thy mother of the sky. 

Or borne by seraph Hope through fields of air. 

Or plung'd in caverns by the fiend Despair. 

E en now thy doable sway divides my brealt^ 
Thy tyrannizing poize, 'twixt good and ill ; 

Yet equal both to rob the mind of rest, 
As each alternate works thy tort'ring will ; 

O then, to certain joy, or certain grief. 

The balance turn, and give my soul relief! 

Give me the worst to hear, or best to know ; 

This dread delay unfits that soul to bear. 
With wonted fortitude, new loads of woe ; 

And bliss deferred must mix corroding care* 
Too late the sun his stronger rays shall dart. 
When flower-worms feed upon the rose's heart. . 

Pratt's Gleanings in England* 
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VERSBS 

By a Lady on her Death Bed at Bath, to her 

Hiiiband in London. 

jThou, who dost all mj woridlj theilghtar^mploj, 

Tbou pleasing source of all my earthly joy : ' 

Thou tend're^t husband^ and ihou best of friends, . 

To thee this firsts this last adi^u I send ; 

At length the conq'ror. Death, asserts his right. 

And will for ever Veil use from tby sight* 

He W006 me to him with a cheerful grace ; 

And not one terror clouds his meagre face. 

He promises a lasting rest from pain ; 

And shews that all life's fleeting joys are vain. 

Th' eternal scenes of heav'n be sets to view. 

And tells me that no other joys are true. 

But lovej fond love, would yet resist his pow'r ; 

Would fain awhile defer the parting hour : 

He brings thy mourning image to my eyes. 

And wonld obstruct my journey to the skies. 

But say, thou dearest, thou unwearied friend. 

Say, should'st thou grieve to see my sorrows end ? 

Thou know'st a painful pilgrimage IVe past ; 

And should 'st thou grieve that rest is come at last? 

Rather rejoice to see me shake oif life, 

And die as I have liv'd — thy faithful wife. 

Mrs. Monk. 
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THE LARK. 

See on his beating pinions rise 
The little soarer to the skies ; 

Sweet raptures swell bis throat ! 
Sublime in clouds he tow'rs away^ 
And hails the op*ning lids of day 

In many a tuneful note. 

His mormng nathem o'er^ he leaves 
The fields of light, and -earth receives 

Her humble guest -again : 
Pleas'd he renews his daily tasks. 
And to supply what nature asks 

He gleans the furrowed plain. 

But when the sun has reached the west. 
And bends his radiant gold to rest. 

Again the lark aspires, . 
Exulting wings the azure way. 
And mingles his melodious lay 

With heav'ns immortal choirs- 
Loud warbling from the a&therial height. 
At length to earth he drops his flight. 

To take a sweet repose, 
Till the sun's heav'n-ascending ray, 
ScatiVing the shades of night away. 

In purple lustre glows. 
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^ This bird,** cry'd I, " suggestf to me 
A copy what myself should be ; 

Who^ as the mora and ev'n 
Alteraatie rolJ> should always give- 
Praises to him from whom I live. 

And all my bliss is giv'n. 

'^ The shioiog hours of time that ma 
'Twixt the gay morn aad setting sun^ 

I like the lark should spend : 
And the sweet train, of studious cares 
S|iould fill the current of my years^ 

TiU life should find its end/' 



THE SIGH, 

Addressed to a young Lady, on her introduction 

into high life. 

On ples^sure's gladsome wing z^pair^ 

Where varied joys unite to meet thee.: 
Where high-born lords, with flattering air. 
And tender accents, press to greet thee. 
Yet, if amidst the splendid scenes 
One softer thought should intervene. 
One sigh should from thy bosom flee. 
Oh ! may that sigh be breathed fpi; me* 
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Let iancy^s magic powV awhile 

Transport thy lover to thy view. 
Whose constant round of irksome toil 

Each morning's light must still renew : 
His days with sad suspense o'ercast, 
Hi9 nights in restless slumbers past : 
Canst tbon, my love, this portrait see^ 
Nor sigh for him, who droops for theef 

Oh ! deign those tortures to appease. 
That prey upon my aching breast : 
Each doubt, each fear shall learn to cease^ 

If with thy love I still am blest ; 
Cheerful Fll meet the varied pains 
That hard necessity ordains. 
And not a sigh my breast shall flee. 
Unless that sigh be breath'd for thee. 

My aspect^ late so pale and wan. 

That wore no dress, but tKat of sorrow, 
•Shall bid its cloud of grief begone. 

And from thy smiles new pleasures borrow : 
And when my love thou deign*st to meet. 
With transports high my heart shall beat,. 
And should it sigh, its sighs shall be 
Of pleasure bom, and love of thee. 

Maunde, 
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ON A LADY 

SYIMO OF A CONSUMPTION. 

▼ lEw yon pale flower, surcbargM with dew. 

That bends its lonely head to earth. 
And seems, in fancy's eye, to woo 
The sod beneath that gave it birth. 

Its stem which now can scarce sustain 
The drops that on its blossom weigh, . 

Shall soon its wonted strength regain. 
Beneath the sun's reviving I'ay. 

But thou, lost maid i whose fading frame 

So slowly verges to the tomb. 
And seems, in silent woe, to claim 

A refuge in its darksome womb. 

What sun shall rise thy griefs to cheer. 
Or o'er thy cloud of sorrow break ? 

What kindly warmth shall dry the tear 
That falls adown thy pallid cheek i 

What though thy words will not unfold ' 
The cause that prompts the frequent sigh. 

Too well, alas ! those looks have told 
That treach'rous love has bid thee die. 
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Oh J jes, that powV that gave thee breath. 
Shall view thy woes with pitying eye ; 

Shall bid each sorrow cease in death. 
And call thee to thy kindred sky. 

Maundc. 



TRANSLATION 

FROM THE GERMAN OF SCHILLER, 

(Die Idcalc.) 

Companions of my earlier years. 

For ever faithless, will ye fly 

With all your traiift of hopes and fears. 

Aspiring thoughts, and warm desires. 

Creative Fancy's magic fires« 
That warm'd my opening ipind with distant scenes of joy ? 

Imagination's airy train. 

Can nought your hasty flight restrain i 
Ah! a^ver, never shall I see 

Those visions of my early prime ; 

Swept by the ruthless storms of time, 
I^st in the ocean of eternity. 

And are those suns for ever set in night. 
That spread their lustre o'er my dawning day? 

Those cherish'd visions of supreme delight, 
Sq oft invok'd, no longer will they stay i 
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Each wish that firM my inexperienoM mind. 
And promised bliss and purity belofr,' 
Say, must it still in reason find a foe. 

And leave a dull and dreary void behind i 

As once the sculptui«d inmge fir^d 

Pygmalion with an amVous flame. 
Till breath and genial life inspir'd 

The marbles cold and senseless frame ; 
So Nature to my opening soul 

Appear*d in all her diarms array'd. 

Imagination lent her aid. 
And mimie life inspir'd the wond*FOUs whole. 

Respoonve to my ardent mind. 

The magic influence spread oW all^ 
The tree, the flower, the water-fall. 

The forest wild, the lawn, the grove. 
All seem'd to life and sense refin'd. 

To echo back the song of boundless love. 

Methought an influence divine 

Rul'd with Almighty pow'r my mind. 
And urg'd to ev'ry great design, 

Form'd by the love of human kind ! 
How vast, how fair, appeared this wondVoiw scene. 

When hope at first its op'ning buds displayed ! 
How dull and comfortless, how poor and mean. 

Has jreason since dus mighty world portray 'd! 
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When first life's journey I began, 

Unburden'd by the load of care. 
In thought with mighty strides I ran 

To scenes that fancy painted fair ; 
Already would my wishes fly 

To many a great and arduous height. 
Nought was too distant, nought- too high. 

To tempt my fancy's daring flighi. 



How easy thence to snatch the piize 

It seemM, amid the glorious strife. 
While danc'd before my dazzled eyes 

The forms that glitter in the mom of life. 
Methought, obedient to my call. 
That Love his roses in my path bad strowu. 
That Fortune, with her golden crown« 
And Fame, that hides in stars his lofty crest. 
And Truth, in never-fading sun-beams drest. 

On me had doom'd tbeir choicest gifts to fall. 



The fairj scries, are flown. 

The bright enchantment vanished in air ; 
Faithless, for ever are they gone,, 

Unmark'd, unheard my prayer. 
On faa^y wings has Fortune lurg'd her fli^t, 

Nor knowledge grants me yet her gifts to share. 
While hid in clouds of doubt is Truth's immortal light. 
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I saw the palm of high renown 

The undeserviog bfow adorn; 
I look'd— BDd k> ! for ever flowa 

The op'ning sweets of life's delicious mom t 

And deeper stilly and darker, grew 
The shades that gathered round my lonely way. 

While 'mid the dull and dreary view 
Hope scarcely shed, a feeble doubtful ray. ' 

Of all the visionary train 

That fancy erst was wont to raise> 
O say^ which- &ithful yet remain^ 

To cheer the evening of my days ? 
Thou^ Friendshtpy who alone has power 

To heal each deeplj-rankling wound^ 
And cheer affliction's darkest hour — 

To whom I early sought and found r 
EmploynKnt> too> whose beaUng balm 

Can stUl the passion's mad'ning rage^ 
The tempest of the soul can calm^ 

And all life's ills assuage ; 
^Tis thou^wbo unappall'd by toil^ 

Canst to perfection bring eacb noUec aim. 
And atoms upon atoms pile. 

To form a system's mighty fmme : 
Led by thy hand in life's declining day, ^ 

Hoursj minutes^ months> and years,, will sofUy st«al anpvay. 

LB. 
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ODE. 

▼Y HY, DamoD^ with the forward day^ 

Dost thou thy little spot survey;. 

From tree to tree, with doubtful cheer. 

Pursue the progress of the year ? 

What winds arise> what cains descend^ 
When thou before that year shall end ^ 

What do thy noon-tide walks avail,. 

To clear the leaf, and pick the snail ; 

Then, wantonly, to (teath decree 

An insect of more use than thee ? 

Thou and the worm are brother kind,. 
As low, as earthly, and as blind I 

Vain wretch ? canst tho« expect to see 
The downy peach make court to thee i 
Or that thy sense shall ever meet 
The bean-flow'rs deep-erobosom'd sweet,, 

Exhaling with the evening blast ?. 

Thy evenings then will all be past- 

Thy narrow pride> thy faney*d green^. 
O vanity, in little seen! 
All must be left when death appears,. 
In spite of wishes, groans, and tears: 

Nor .one — of all thy plmits that grow,. 

Save Rosemary, with thee will go I 

Dr. SewtlL 



SONG OF THE FAIRIES TO THE 
SEA NYMPHS. 

JulASTEN from your coral caves, 

Ev'ry nymph that sportive laves 

la the green sea's oozy wells. 

And gilds the fins, and spots the sbeUs ! 
Hasten, and our morrice join. 
Ere the gaudy morning shine i 

Rising from the foamy wave, 
Instantl}' your aid we crave : 
Come, and trip, like our gay band, 
Traceless on the amber sand* 

Haste, or we must hence away. 

Yet an hour and all is day ! 

At your bidding, from our feet 

ShaN the ocean monsters fleet ; 

Sea-nettle and sting-fish glide 

Back up<m the refluent tide. 

Haste, tlie dawn has streaked the otoud. 
Hark, the village cock has crow'd ! 

See the clouds of night retire, 
Hesper gleams with languid fire ; 
Quickly then our revel join. 
The blush of morn is on the brine. 

Loit'rers ! we must hence away. 

Yonder breaks the orb of day. 

Miss Seward* 
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TOIAmHE. 

t 

Belov'd^ each uixious fear repA ; 

Think not that aught our hearts can sever; 
Heaven knows I love thee passing well ; 

And knows I less can love tbee never* 

My soul a transient flame shall soom : 
To tbee Tve sworn no short-liv*d duty^ 

like theirs whose passions^ beauty born, 
ShU sickens and expires with beauty* 

Sorrow and pain those locks may rend 
Thai round thy brows so graceful cluster; 

Dark hues may with thy lilies blend^ 
And dim thine eye*s expressive lustre. 

Alas ! 'tis true that I may see 
Their rugged hands thy graces ruiuj 

And sad indeed my soul will be^ 
With sighs their fatal progress viewing ! 

But thou no alter'd love shall find^ 

Though every outward charm be flying: 
More bright will shine thy angel-mind. 
The powers of pain and grief defying ! 

Davenport 
14 
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soNa 

Ring on ! ring on, ye merry belfe> 

And be to others sounds of gladn< 
Alas ! your silver sweetness swell* 

And wakes my slumb'ring heart to madness. 

Ring on ! ring on, for since your chimes- 
Shall never now my wedding liallow, 

O ! be the voice of other times. 
And rouse their joys, like species sailow. 

Ah ! ring such pensive peals as when 
In these tall groves I wander'd sighing^ 

And listened to the best of men. 

Who now in yonder grave is lying ! 

Ah ! ring such peals as may recal 

Those happy hours, now gone for ever. 

And whilst the bitter tear-drops fall. 
At once my soul and reason sever ! 

Anna Maria Porter* 
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THE EXILE. 

'Yr hills of my country^ soft fitding in blae^ 
The seats of my childhood^ for ever adieu ! 
Yet not for a brighter^ your skies I resign^ 
When my wandering footsteps revisit the Rhine : 
But sacred to me is the roar of the wave^ 
That mingles its tide with the blood of the brave ; 
Where the blasts of the trumpets for battle combine^ 
And the heart was laid low that gave rapture to mine. 

Ye scenes of remembrance that sorrow beguil'd. 
Your uplands I leave for the desolate wild ; 
For nature is nought to the eye of despair 
But the image of hopes that have vanish'd in air : 
Again, ye fair blossoms of flower and of tree. 
Ye shall bloom to the morn^ tho' ye bloom not for me ; 
Again your lone wood-paths that wind by the stream^ 
Be the haunt of the lover — ^to hope — and to dream. 

But never to me shall the summer renew 
The bow'rs where the days of my happiness flew ; 
Where my soul found her partner^ and thought to bestow 
The colours of heaven on the dwellings of woe ! 
Too faithful recorders of times that are past^ 
The Eden of love that was ever to last ! 
Once more may soft accents your wild echoes fill. 
And the young and the happy be worshippers still. 
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To me ye are lost ! — ^but your summits of green 
Shall charm through the dbtance of many a scene. 
In woe, and in wandering, and deserts, return 
Like the soul of the dead to the perishing urn i 
Ye hills of my oonntry farewell evermore. 
As I cleave the daik waves of your roc:k-rugged ^hore, 
And ask of the hovering gale if it come 
From the oak-towering woods on the lAountaiiis of 
home* 

Mm Bmmntrman. 



INSCRIPTION, 

DESIGNED FOE A VILLAGE SI^EIKCk 

Calm is the tenor of my way. 

Not hurry ^d on with furious haste. 

Nor raised aloft in proud display: 

Pure to the tribute of my urn. 

With constant flow, not idle waste. 

Offering to him who seads the rain. 

By serving man, the best return. 

A course like mine, thy trial o er. 

Those iivii^ waters will attain. 

Which he who drinks shaU thirst no move. 
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TO CHEERFULNESS. 

IF A IB as the dawning light ! aatpieiouf gaett ! 
Source of all comforts to the human breast ! 
Deprived of thee> in sad despair we moan^ 
And tedious roil the heavy moments on. 
Though beauteous objects all around u^ rise 
To charm the hncjy and delight the eyes ; 
Though Art's fair works and Nature's gifts coospire 
To please each sense^ and satiate each desire ; 
' Tis joyless all^-»till thy enlivening ray 
Scatters the melancholy gloom away; 
Then opens to the soul a heavenly scenCj 
Gladness and peace, all sprightly, all serene. 

Where dost thou deign, say, in what blest retreat. 
To choose thy mansion, and to fix thy seat i 
Thy sacred presence how shall we explore i 
Can AvVice gain thee with her golden store? 
Can vain Ambition, with her boasted charms. 
Tempt thee within her wide-'-^xtended arms? 
No, with content alone canst thou abide. 
Thy sist^ ever smiling by thy side. 
When boon companions, void of ev'ry care. 
Crown the fiill bowl, and the rich banquet sharej 
And give a loose to pleasure — art thou there 
Or when the eager swains pursue the chase 
With active limbs, and health in ev'ry face. 
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Is it the voice that wak'ning up the morn^ 
Cheers the staunch hound^ and winds the jolly horn i 
Or, when the assembled great and fair advance 
To celebrate the mask^ the play^ the dance. 
Whilst beauty spreads its sweetest charm around. 
And airs extatick swell their tuneful sound. 
Art thou within the pompous circle found i 
Does not thy influence more sedately shine i 
Can such tumultous joys as these be thine ? 
Surely more mild, more constant in their course. 
Thy pleasure issues from a nobler source. 
From sweet discretion ruling in the breast. 
From passions tempered, and from lusts represt. 
From thoughts unconscious of a guilty smart. 
And the cahn transports of an honest heart. 

Tliy aid, O ever faithful, ever kind. 
Through life, through death, attends>the virtuons mmd ; 
Of angry fate wards from us ev'ry blow. 
Cures ev'ry ill, and softens evVy woe. 
Whatever good our mortal state desires. 
What wisdom finds, or innocence inspires ; 
From Nature's bounteous band whatever flows, 
Whate'er our Maker's providence bestows. 
By thee mankind enjoys ; by thee repays 
A grateful tribute of perpetual praise. 

Calcof4 Moral Thoughts* 
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THE LADY'S SCULL. 



Slush not, }^e fitir ! to own me — but be wise. 
Nor turn from sad mortality your eyes : 
Fame says v(aad fame alone can tell how true) 
1 — once— was lovely, and belov'd — ^like you. 
Where are my vot'ries, where my ilattVers now ? 
Fled with the subject of each lover's vow. 
Adieu the rose's red, the lily's white : 
Adieu tbose eyes that made the darkness light: 
No jnore, alas ! those coral laps are seen. 
No longer breathes the fragrant gale between. 

Tum from your mirror, and behold in me 
At once what thousands can't, or dare not see : 
Unvamish'd I the real truth impart. 
Nor here am plac'd but to direct the heart. 
Survey me well, ye fair ones, and believe. 
The grave may terrify, but can't deceive. 

On beauty's fragile state no more depend ; 
Here youth and pleasure, age and sorrow end : 
Here drops the mask, here ends the final scene. 
Nor differs grave three-score from gay fifteen. 
All press alike to the same goal — ^the tomb. 
Where wrinkled Laura smiles at Chloe's bloom* 
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When coxcombs flatter^ and when fools adore^ 
Here learn the lesson, to be vain no more : 
Yet virtue still agaiost decay can atok. 
And even lend mobtalitt a charm. 

Calcot'i Moral Thoughts. 



THE GENTLEMAN'S SCULL. 

M^HT ftaort i — the case is joan^-^or wiD be soon ; 

Some years, perhaps — peitiaps another moon. 

Life at its utmost length is still a l»%afeb. 

And those who longest dream mast Vake in deat&. 

Like yoa, I once thought ev'ry bliss secure. 

And gold of ev'ry ill the certain cure : 

Till steep'd in sorrow, and besieg'd widi pain. 

Too late I found all earthly riches vain : 

Disease with scorn threw hack the sordid fee^ 

And Death stiM aiuwer'd — ^what is gold to me ? 

Fame, titles, faottours, next I vainly sought. 
And foois obsequious nurs'd the childish thought ; 
Circled with brib'd applause, and purchas'd prwse, 
I built on endless grandeur, endless days : 
' Till death awoke me from my dream of pride. 
And laid a pi»ttder b^^ar by my side. 



201 

Pleasure I courted^ and obey'd my taste : 
The banquet smil'd^ and smU'd the gay repast. 
A loathsome carcase was my constant care^ 
And worlds were ransack^ but for jne to share. 
Go on, vain Man ! to luxury be firm ; 
Yet know — ^I feasted but to feast a worm* 

Already sure less terrible I seem. 
And you;^ like me, shall own — ^that life's a dream. 
Farewell, remember, nor my words despise^ 
The only happy are the early wise. 

Ibid. 



BALLAD. 



tr ttEN Time, who steals our years away. 

Shall steal our pleasures too, 
The memory of the past will stay. 

And half our joys renew. 

Then, Chloe, when thy beauty's flower 

Shall feel the wintry air. 
Remembrance will recal the hour 

When tbou alone wert feir. 
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Then talk no more of fature gloom. 

Our joys shall always last. 
For hope shall brighten days to come. 

And mem'ry gild the past 4 

Come, Chloe, fill the genial bowl, 

I drink to love and thee ; 
Thou never csLnst decay in soul, 

Thou'k still be young to me. 

And as thy lips the tear^-drops chase. 
Which on my cheek they find, 

So hope shall steal away the trace 
Which sorn>w leaves behind! 

Then fill the bowJ, away with gloom ! 

Our joys shall always la^, 
For hope shall brighten ^ys to come. 

And mem'ry gild the past ! 

But mark, at thought of future years. 

When love shall lose its soul. 
My Chloe drops her timid tears. 

They mingle with my bowl ! 

How like this bowl of wine, my fair, 

Our loving life shall fleet. 
Though tears may sometimes mingle there. 

The draught will still be sweet ! 
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Then ^H the bowl^ away with gloom 1 
Our joys shall Always last, 

Por hope will bri^ten days to come^ 
And memVy gild the pasti 



THE RIVAL SISTERS. 

A.LIKE two sparkling eyes you boast. 
Whose luatre oft, in gazing lost, 

Enraptur'd we adore ! — 
The diiiierence is, with endless wiles 
One tries their force.; the other smiles^ 

Unconscious of their pow^r ! 

To win our unsuspecting hearts^ 
Alike in both Jove*s fatal darts 

In ev'iy look are found-:— 
The difference is, on conquest bent. 
One throws them round with fell intent; 

The other ne*er would wound ! 

Of melting heart is each possessed. 
Of love susceptible each breast. 

With youthful ardour strong: — 
The difference is, the flame of one 
With transient glow would quickly bum ; 

The other's mild and long 1 
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Alike to charm by nature fono'd. 
Each is with ev'ry grace adorn'd ; 

A pasMon each excites : — 
The difierence is, the one's design'd 
By art to please ; the other's mind 

By sentimeDt delights ! 

Alike with iDterleetnal force 

Each can enliven her discourse, 

» 

Each gain attentive ear :•-*- 
The difference is, with sprightly wit 
One shines ; to t'other we submit 

For reasoning just and clear! 

Alike to boundless pow'r you reach ; 
A thousand knees alike to each 

In captive suit are bent ! — 
The difference is, one seeks them all; 
The other would but onb enthral. 

With ONE fond heart content! 

Alike you bloom in beauty's prime ; 
With either blest we pass our time. 

And both our praise acquire :*^ 
The difference is, the wise will say. 
The one would please us for a day ; 

The other never tire ! 

Poetical Regbter. 
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TO MEMORY. 

O^Memoey! celestial maid! 

Who glean'st thy flow'rets cropt by time ; 
And auffenng not a lesif to fade, 

Prcserv'st the blossoms of our prime ; 
Bring, bring those moments to my mind 
When life was new> and Lesbia kiad. 

And briog that garland to my aighc^ 

With which my favoured crook she bound ; 

And bring that wreath of roses bright 
Which then my festive temples crowa'd ; 

And to my raptur'd car convey 

The gentle things she deign'd to say. 

And sketch widi care the muses bow'r^ 

Where Isis rolls her stiver tide ; 
Nor yet onrit one reed or flow V 

That shines oq CHienirdrs verdimt side ; 
If so th(H] may'st tbose hotif s prolong. 
When polisb'd Lycon join*^d my sotig» 

The soug it Vaife not to recite. 

But sure to sooth our youthful dreams. 

Those banks and streams appeared more bfight 
Than other banks, than other streams ; 

Or, by thy softening pencil shewn. 

Assume the beauties not their own* 
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And paint that sweetly vacant scene^ 
When^ all beneath die poplar bought 

My spirits lights my soul serene^ 
I breathed in verse one cordia) vow ; 

That nothing should my soul inspire^ 

But friendship warmj, and love entire. 



Dull to the sense of new delight^ 
On thee tlie drooping muse attends. 

As some fond lover, robbVI of sight. 
On thy expressive pow*r depends ; 

Nor would exchange thy glowing lines. 

To live the lord of all that shines. 



But let me chase those vows away 
Which at Ambition's shrine I made. 

Nor ever let thy skill display 
Those anxious moments ill repaid : 

Oh f from my breast that season raze. 

And bring my childhood in its place. 



Bring me the bells^ the rattle bring. 
And bring the hobbj^ I bestrode ; 

When pleas'd in many a sportive ring 
Around the room I jovial rode : 

Ev'n let me bid my lyre adieu. 

And bring the whistle that I blew. 
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Then wUl I muse aawl pensive say. 
Why did nol these enjoyments last^ 

How sweetly wasted I the day. 
While innocence allow'd to waste t 

Ambition's toils alike are vain. 

But, ah! for pleasure yield us pain» 

Shenstone, 



VERSES 

ITBlTTrN BY THB LATE EABL OF CirE»TEKFIEU>^ 

Over a sideboard at Sir William Stanhope^s^ 

jLet social mirtb with gentle manners join,. 
Unstun'd by laughter, uninflam'd by wine ; 
Let reason unimpaired exert its powers. 
But let gay fancy strew the way with flowers- 
Far hence the wag's and witling's scurril jest. 
Whose noise and nonsense shock the decent guest : 
True Wit and humour such low helps decline. 
Nor will the graces owe their chmrms to wine* 
Fools fly to drink, in native dulness sunk : 
In vain — they're ten times greater fools when dmnk. 
Thus free from riot, innocently gay. 
We'll neither wish, nor fear our final day* 

Pleasing ReJUction$» 
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A HYMN ON GRATITUDE. 

fT HEN all tby mercies^ O my God, 

My rUiog soul sarveys, 
TraDsporied with the view^ Vm lost 

Id wonder^ love, and praise : 
O how shall words with equal warmth 

The gratitude declare. 
That glows within my ravish'd heart ! 

But thou canst read it there. 

Thy providence my life sustain'd. 

And all my wants redrest. 
When in the silent womb I lay. 

And hung upon the breast. 
To all my weak complaiiits and cries. 

Thy mercy lent an ear. 
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had lean^t 

To form themselves in pray'r. 

Unnumber'd comforts to my soul 

Thy tender care bestow'd. 
Before my infant heart conceiv'd 

From whom those comforts flowed 4 
When in the sllpp'ry paths of youth. 

With heedless steps I ran. 
Thy arm unseen convey'd me saf<^ 

And led me up to man. 
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Thro' hidden dangers^ toik^ and death, 

It gefltly cleai'd my way. 
And thro' the plea^ng snares of vice. 

More to be fear*d than tiiey. 
When worn with sickness oft hast Thou 

With health renewed my face ; 
And when in sins and sorrows sunk, 

Reviv*d my soul with grace. 



Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliss 

Has made my cup run o'er. 
And in a kind and iaithAil friend 

Has doubled all my store. 
Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 

My daily thanks employ ; 
Nor is the least a cheerful heart 

That tastes those gifts with joy. 



Thro* ev'ry period of my life 

Thy goodness I'll pursue, 
And^ after death, in dktant worlds 

The glorious theme renew. 
When nature foils, and day and night 

Divide thy works no more. 
My ever gratefiil heart, O Lord, 

Thy mercies shall adore. 

15 
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Thro' all etemitj to Thee 

A joyful soDg rU raise^ 
For, oh ! eternity's too sh^rt j 

To utter all thy praise ! 



TO LAURA, AT PARTING. 

JLaura ! thy sighs mast now no more 

My falt'ring steps detain ; 
Nor dare I hang thy sorrows oer. 

Nor clasp thee thus in vain : 
Yet, while thy bosom heaves that sigh,. 

While tears thy cheeks bedew. 
Ah ! think, tho' doom'd from thee to fly. 

My heart speaks no adieu. 

Thee would 1 bid to check those sighs,^ 

If thine were heard alone: ^ 
Thee would I bid to dry those eyes^ 

But tears are in my own. 
One last, long kiss, and then we part^» 

Another, and adieu ! 
I cannot aid thy breaking heart. 

For mine is breaking too. 

Smyth* 
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ON LIFE. 

Can we find out one scene in life^ 
That is not fill'd with pain and strife ? 
In bHs'ness we the harry share^ 
Ever 'midst tumult^ noise^ and care : 
At home, with indolence and spleen^ 
We show to all but dull chagrin : 
Or if .we take the sportive £eld^ ^ > 
Will rural sports a pleasure yield ? 
Where hours, days, years, we chase away. 
To gain a despicable prey. 
But should we o'er the ocean roll. 
From land to land, from pole to pole ; 
Still hoping while we distant roam. 
Laden to come with riches home : 
The winds arise, the billows roar. 
The vessel bulges on the shore. 
And life and riches are no more. 
With wealth we fear our hoarded bags ; 
With poverty we mourn our rags : 
We've too much comp'ny with a wife ; 
Too little in a single life : 
With children we enlarge our care ; 
If barren, we lament an heir : 
In youth we're thoughtless, giddy, vain j. 
In age, mere children we're again : 
The wise this only choice would try. 
Not to be bom, or soon to die. 

Gentleman s Magazine. 



212 



VANESSA'S ODE TO SPRING. 

JEIail ! blasbing goddess, beauteous Spring, 
Who in thy jocund train dost bring 
Loves and graces, smiling hours. 
Balmy breezes, fragrant floVrs ; 
Come, with tints of roseate hue 
Nature's faded charms renew. 

Yet why should I thy presence hail i 
To me no more the breathing gale 
Comes fraught with sweets, no more the rose 
With such transcendant beauty blows. 
As when Cadenus blest the scene, 

r And shar'd with me those joys serene ; 
When unperceiv'd the lambent fire 

y. Of friendship kindled new desire : 
Still listening to his tuneful tongue. 
The tmths, which angels might have sung, 
Divine imprest their gentle sway. 
And sweetly stole my heart away. 

My guide, instructor, lover, friend. 
Dear names ! in one idea blend ; 
Oh I still conjoin'd, your incense rise. 
And waft sweet odours to the skies. 
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TO HEALTH. 



Health^ capricious maid ! 
Why dost thou shun my peaceful boVr, 
Where I had hopes 4x> share thy powV^ 

And bless thy lasting aid i 

Since thou^ alas! art flown. 
It 'vails not whether muse or grace. 
With tempting smile, frequent the place : 

1 sigh for thee alone. 

Age not forbids thy stay ; 
Thou yet might'st act the friendly part^ 
Thou yet migbt*st raise this languid heart ; 

Why speed so swift away i 

Thou scom'st the city air ; 
I breathe fresh gales o'er furrow'd ground, 
Yet hast thou not my wishes crown'd, 

false ! O partial fair ! 

1 plunge into the wave ; 

And tho' with purest hands I raise 
A rural altar to thy praise. 
Thou wilt not deign to save. 
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Amid my ^ell-known groTe^ 
Where min*nil fountains vainly bear 
Thy boasted name and titles fair, 

Why scorns thy foot to rove ? 

Thou hear'st the spcurt^naa's claim ; 
fabling him^ with idle noise^ 
To drown the muse's melting voice. 

And fright the tim'rous game* 

Is thought thy foe ? adieu 
Ye midnight lamps! ye curious tomes 1 
Mine eye o'er hill and valley roams. 

And deals no more with you. 

Is it the clime you flee ? 
Yet 'midst his unremitting snows, 
Th(e poor Laponian's bosom glows. 

And shares bright rays from thee. 

There was, there was a time, • 
When tho' I scorn'd thy guardian care. 
Nor made a vow, nor said a pray'r, 

I did not rue the crime. 

Who then more blest than me ? 
When the glad school-boy's task was done. 
And forth with jocund baste I run. 
To freedom, and to glee* 
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How jovial then the day ! 
What since have all my labours found, 
Thu3 climbing life^ to gaze around. 

That can thy loss repay i 

Wert thou, alas ! but kind, 
Methinks no frown that fortune wears, 
Nof lessen'd h<q>es, nor growing fears. 

Could sink my cheerful mind* 

Whatever my stars include ; 
What other breasts convert to pain. 
My tow'ring mind should soon disdain. 

Should scorn— ^ingratitude. 

Repair this mouldVing cell. 
And blest with objects found at home. 
And envying none their feirer dome. 

How pleas'd my soul should dwelli 

Temperance should guard the doors ; 
From room to room should mem'ry stray. 
And, ranging all in neat array. 

Enjoy her pleasing stores* 

There let them rest unknown. 

The types of many a pleasing scene ; 

But to preserve them bright or clean. 

Is thine, fair queen! alone. 

Shenstone. 
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THE BLUSH. 

▲N ENIGMA* 

fr HEN first o'er Psyche's angel breast 
Lave's infant wings undreaded plaj'd. 

Of either parents grace poBsess*^^ 
My birth their secret flame betray'd^ 

No limbs my aeiy channs obseure^ 
No booe my elfin frame sustains. 

Yet hbod I boast, as warm, as pure. 
As that which throbs in Hebe*s veins. 

I sleep with beauty, Watch with fear, 

I rise in timid youth's defence ; 
My gentle warmth alone can rear 

The snow-drop buds of innocence. 

Without a tongue, a Voice, a sound. 

My eloquence o'er all prevails; 
I still in ev'ry clime am found 

To tell my parent's tendVest tales. 

Love's sunshine, beam'd from brightest eyes. 
Less cheers his vot'ry's painful duty. 

Than pay auspicious light, that flies 
Like meteors o'er the face of beauty. 

Spencer* 
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LINES 

•WBITTEN IN A GARDEN SEAT« 

If mirth alone to thee be dear^ 
If sorrow ne'er thy heart reiin'd. 

If frolic youth thy bosom cheer^ 
And spirits lights and fortune kind? 

No longer let thine i€ye peruse 

What liere inscribed thy glance may see^ 
For I this artless verse would choose^ 

Unmark'd by mortals blest like thee. 

8ut^ stranger, at the 4»uch of paia 
If e er thy heart was doom'd to thrill. 

If melancholy ever deign 

To steep thy soul in slumbers still; 

If harsh unkindness e'er for thee 
Prepai'd that keen envenomM dart! 

Which tenderness cim seldom flee^ 
And left it rankling in thy heart ; 

Thee would I greet in kindliest lay. 

Would say like thee that others mourn. 

And chide thee soft, if chide I may. 
And bid thee beiur what I have bom. 
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And tell thee^ stranger, if to me 
Thy sacred griefe bad but been known. 

One heart, at least, had felt for thee. 
And made thy sorrows all its own. 



Smyth* 



ODE TO FOLLY, 

Hail, goddess of the vacant eye! 

To whom my earliest vows were paid^ 
Whose prattle hush'd my infant cry. 

As on the lap supinely laid, 
I saw thee shake, in sportive mood. 
Thy tinkling bells and antick hood. 

Source of the sweets that never cloy. 
Folly, indulgent parent, hail ! 

Thine are the charming draug]|ts of joy 
That childhood's ruby lips regale ; 

Thy hands with flowers the goblet crown. 

And pour th' ingredients all thy own. 

No fiery spirits enter there. 

To rouse the tingling nerves to pain. 
Thy balmy cups, unbought with care. 

Swim lightly o'er the tender brain ; 
Bland as the milky streams they flow, 
Nor leave the pungent dregs of woe. 
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Gay partner of the school-boy band. 
Who charm'd the starting tear away. 

What tho* beneath the pedant's hand 
My flaxen head devoted lay. 

Oft were my truant footsteps seen 

In thy brisk gambols on the green. 

Too soon those moments danc'd away ; 

My years to manhood onward drew. 
And as my heart began to play. 

My listless limbs more languid grew: 
For now a thorn disturbed my rest. 
The wish of something unpossess'd. 

At length with wonted pastime tir'd. 
Aside the boyish toys I threw. 

But when with expectation iir'd 
I to the world's wide circle flew, 

I look'd aaound with simple stare. 

And found thee in broad features there. 



There saw thee high in regal state. 
Thy crowded, clamorous orgies hold. 

With bounding hands thy cymbals beat. 
And wide thy tawdry flag unfold ; 

Whilst thy gay motley liveries shone 

On myriads that l^ut thy throne. 
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The devious path, sweet pow'r^ I join'd : 
Thro' fancied fields of bliss we stray'd^ 

A thousand wonders we desi^n'd^ 
A thousand idle pranks we play'd : 

Now grasp'd at glory's quiv'ring ray. 

And now in Chloe's arms we lay. 

But^ Folly, why prolong my verse 
To sing the laughter-loving age. 
Or what avails it to rehearse 

• Thy triumphs on the youthful stage. 
Where Wisdom, if she claims a place, 
Sits ever with an awkward grace? 

For now, e'en now, in riper years, 
Smit with thy many-colour'd vest. 

Oft I renounce my Cautious fears. 
And clasp thee to my thoughtless breast ; 

Enough that in Presumption's ^ien 

Beneath my roof thou ne'er art seen. 

That as my harmless course t mn. 
The world thro* candid lights I view. 

And still with gen'rous pity shun 
The moody, mopeing, serious crew ; 

Since what they fondly, vainly prize. 

Is ever, ever to be wisi. 

r. 
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ON READING 
«THE SORROWS OF WERTER." 

Tht soft-wrought sorrows, Werter, while I view. 
Why falls not o'er the page soft Pity's dew i 
Is there no tear for thy unhappy lot ? 
Is tenderness no more^ and love forgot i 
Cbiird is my breast by fifty winters snowi 
And dead the touch of sympathetic woe ? 
No ! — o'er this bosom^ fifty winters old. 
Love, wedded Love, still points his shafts of gold ; 
Still moves his purple wings, and o'er my urn 
With brightest rays his constant lamp shall bum* 
Not so thy torch of Love — ^in angry mood 
By furies lighted, and put out in blood : 
From the black deed affrighted pity flew. 
And horror checked the tear thy suff Vings drew. 
While from the gloomy page I leam'd to know 
That virtuous tears alone for virtuous sorrows flow. 

Ibid. 



AN EXPOSTULATION. 

i^HEN late I attempted your pity to move 
Why seem'd you so deaf to my pray'rs i 

Perhaps it was right to dissemble your love — 
But — Why did you tick me do\yn staurs i 
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VERSES 

Written on the blank leaf of a book in which 
a Lady had made a Selection of' Poems. 



y/Vnihsr health and youth lead on the sprightly 
hoiirsj 

How sweet through fancy's flowery fields to stray. 
Catch the wild notes inventive genius pours^ 

And stamp on lasting leaves the genuine lay! 



Nor think those hours to trivial cares consigned 
Thou with the favVing muses may'st employ; 

'Tis they who harmonize the youthful mind^ 
And open*ev*ry avenue to joy: 



Bid the freed soul the grovling crew despise. 
Whom humbler hopes of pow*r or riches move ; 

Bid the freed soul to nobler prospects rise, 
To fancy, friendship, harmony, and love. 

r. 
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INSCRIPTION ON A HERMITAGE 
In one of the Islands of the West Indies* 



y/Vnuiv this rural cot I rest. 
With solitude to calm my breast ; 
And while beneath th* umbrageous bowV 
Content beguiles each roseate hour. 
And while with Anna oft I rove. 
Soft friendship's mutual sweets to prore^ 
I scorn the pageants of the great. 
Nor envy pow*r and empty state. 

No thoughtless mortals here invade 
The sacred limits of this glade ; 
No busy footsteps here are seen • 
To print the flow'r-enameird green; 
But, far remov*d from pomp and noise^ 
No care my happiness destroys ; 
Save when the lov'd idea reigns 
Of distant Albion's blissful plains. 
Far, far remov'd, perhaps no more 
Destin'd to hail my natal shore : 
( Perhaps, Horatio, thy dear form 
No more these languid eyes may charm^ 
No more this faithful bosom warm! ) 
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Here^ safe in this sequester'd vale. 
The stock-doves pour iheir tender tale ; 
Here too the peaceful halcyons rest^ 
And weave secure their quiet nest ; 
Or sportive now, on azure wing. 
Flutter in many an aery ring ; 
Expanding, gorgeous, as they fly. 
Their saphire plumage to the sky* 

Soon as Aurora wakes the dawn^ 
I press with nimble feet the lawn^ 
Eager to deck the fav'rite bow*r 
With evVy op*ning bud and flow'r. 
Explore each shrub and balmy sweet 
To scatter o'er my mossy seat. 
And teach around in wreaths to stray 
The rich pomegranate's pliant spray. 

At noon, reclin'd in yonder glade. 
Panting beneath the tam'rind's shade. 
Or where the palm-tree's nodding head 
Guards from the sun my verdant bed, 
I quaff, to slake my thirsty soul. 
The cocoa's full nectareous bowl. 

At eve, beneath some spreading tree 
I read the inspired poesy 
Of Milton, Pope, or Spencer mild. 
And Shakespeare, fancy's brightest child : 
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To tender Scerae I lend an ear^ 
Or drop o'er Heioise the tear ; 
Sometimes with Anna tune the lay. 
And close in song the cheerful day, 

'Tis thus the circling year is spent 
In harmony and sweet content. 
And when (should fortune so ordain) 
I view my native realms again, 
I'll ne'er forget the tranquil hours 
I spent in India's spicy bow*rs. 
Nor e'en j)refer the world's great stage 
To this eequester'd Hermitage. 

Maria Biddtll, aged 16« 



ODE TO A FOUNTAIN. 

Sequestee'd Fountaini ever pure. 

Whose smooth meand'ring rill 
In genlJe murmurs glides obscure 

Beneath thy parent hill; 
Tir'd with ambition's fruitless strife, 
I quit the stormy scenes of life 

To shape my course by thine. 
And pleas'd, from serious trifles turn. 
While thus around thy little urn 

A votive wreath I twine. 

16 
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Fair Foantaia! on tby margin greets 

May Spring her flow 'is display^/ 
And pendant shades thy boaom screefll 

From noon's obtruding ray. 
O ! may the morn's ambrosial sky 
With pearly dew thy stores- supply. 

May health infuse lier balm ; 
And some soft virtue in tboe<flow 
To mitigate the pangs of woe. 

And bid the heart be oalm» * 



Fair Fountain f to thy gelid streams 

May Lethe's clouded spring. 
Emerging from the land of dreams. 

Some balm oblivious bring : 
With that blest opiate 4n my bowl^ 
Far shall I from my wounded soul 

The thc^ns of spleen remove ; 
Forget bow there at first tbey grew> 
And once again with man renew 

« 

The ties of cordial love. 



For what avails the wretch to bear 

Imprinted on his mind. 
The lessons of distrust &nd fear. 

Injurious to mankind? 
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Hopele^Sj in his disastrous hour 
He sees the gathering tempest Iow'r> 
♦ The boraiing cloud impend, 
Tow'rds the wild waste he casts his eye, 
Nor ean that happy port descry 
The bosom of a frieod. 

How chang'd since that propitious time 

When^woo'd by fortune's grie. 
Fearless in yoatb's adventurous prime 

He crowded evVy sail : 
The swelling tide, the sportive breeze. 
Lightly along the halcyon seas 

His bounding pinnace bore ; 
In search of happiness the while 
He steer'd by evVy fViigrant isle. 

And touch'd at ev'ry shore. 

Ah me ! to youth*s ingenuous eye, 

What charms the prospect wears : 
Bright as the portals of the sky 

The opening world appears. 
There, ev'ry object stands confessed 
In all the sweet advantage dress'd 

Of Candour's radiant robe ; 
There no mean cares admission find. 
Love is the business of mankind. 

And honour rules the globe. 
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But if those lights fallacious prove 

That paint the world so fair. 
If there be found for generous love 

No soft asylum there. 
If men fair Faith, fair Fame deride> 
Bent on the crooked paths that guide 

To Interest's sordid shrine. 
Be yours, ye gloomy sotis of woe,. 
The melancholy truth to know» 

The dream of bliss be mioie* 



EPITAPH. 



L. 



How often wrong's oar nomenclature. 
How our names differ from our nature, 

' Tis easy to discern ; — 
Here lies the quintessence of wit. 
For mirth and humour none so fit, 

AnS^yet men calFd him— Stem*^* 

Anonymota* 
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EPITAPH 
On a Tomb erected to the memory qf Doctor Rose. 

l^HOE^EB thou art, with silent footsteps tread 
The hallow'd mould where Ross reclines his head* 
Ah ! let not folly one kind tear deoy> 
But pensive pause, where truth and honour lie. 
His the gay wit that fond attention drew. 
Oft heard^ and oft admir*d, yet ever new ; 
The heart that melted at another's grief ; 
The hand in secret that bestowM relief; 
Science untinctur'd with the pride of schools. 
And native goodness free from formal rules* 
With zeal thro* life he toiFd in learning's cause. 
But more, fair virtue, to promote thy laws« 
His ev'ry action sought the noblest end ; 
The tender husband, father, brother, friend ! 
Perhaps, e'en now, from yonder realm of day. 
To his lov'd relatives he sends a ray ; 
Pleas'd to behold affections like his own. 
With filial duty raise this votive stone. 

Chiswick Church-yard* 
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EPITAPH ON MR. WORTH, 
A Gtuuur im the Navy. 



Whoe'ek th«« art, if here by wisdom led. 
To view the Biknt tnanskms of the dead ; 
And search for truth from tife^ff lai^t motimfbl page. 
Where nialiee stings not, nor where slknders rage ; 
Read on — ^no bombast sweltd vb^se fViiendlj Hues, 
Here truth unhonour^d, and unvarnish'd shines ; 
Where o*er yon sod an envious nettle creeps. 
From care escap'd, an honest au n ker sleeps ; 
As on he travelfd to life's sorrowing end. 
Distress for ever claimed irim as a friend ; 
Orphans and widows were alike his care. 
He gave with pleasuile all be had to spare : 
His match now burnt, expended all his priming. 
He left this world and us without repining. 
Deep in the earth his carcase is eotomb'd, ' 
Which love of grog for him had honeycombed j 
Joking apart, retir'd from wind and w«ather, ' 
Virtue and Worth are laid asleep together. • * * 

Minster Church-yard, Kent, 
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INSCRIPTION ■ 

t>N THE MONUMENT OF GENERAL WOLFE. 

To the i&emory of 

JAMES WOLFE, 

Major-General and Commander in Chief of the 

Brkish Land forces 

on an fixpedkion against Quebec, 

who, after surmounting by ability and valour 

all obstacles of art and nature, 

was s^ain in the momenjt of victory on the 14th of 

September, 1759* 

Tb^ Hing and Parliament of Great Britain 

dedicate this Monument. 

fVe^minsier Abbey. 



AT WESTERHAM, KENT, 

WHERE GENERAL WOLFE WAS BOBN. 

I^HiLE George in sorrow bows his laureFd head. 
And bids the artist grace the Soldier dead. 
We raise no sculptured trophy to thy name. 
Brave Youth ! the fairest in the lists of fame. 

Proud of thy birth, we boast th' auspicious year ; 
Struck with thy fall, we shed the general tear : 
With humble grief inscribe one artless stone. 
And from thy matchless honour date our own.^ 
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TO THE MOON. 

7hov silent Moon^ that look'st so pale. 

So much exhausted, and so faint. 
Wandering over hill and dale. 

Watching oft the kneeling saint — 
Hearing his groans float on the gale — 
No wonder thou art tir*d and pale. 

Yet I have often seen thee bring 

Thy beams o'er yon baure mountain's steep ; 
Then, with a smile, thy lustre fling 

Full on the dark and roaring deep; 
When the pilgrim's heart did f^il, 
i^nd when near lost the tossing sail. 

Sure that passing blush deceives ; 

For thou, fair nymph, art chaste and cold ; 
Love owr bosom seldom leaves ; 

But thou art of a difF'rent mould ! 
Hail, chaste queen 1 for ever hail ! 
And, prithee, look not quite so pale! 

Yet stay — ^perhaps thou'st travell'd far. 

Exulting in thy conscious light ; 
Till, as 1 fear, some youthful star 

Hath spread his charms before thy«ight; 
And, when he found his arts prevail. 
Hath left thee sick'ning, faint, and pale. 

From an old MS. 
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TO A FRIEND REMONSTRATING. 



A.H ! -chide me not^ if yet once more 
I seek that love^ long sought in vain ; 

Nor blame me if, while I adore^ 
My vows are answer'd with disdain* 

Yes, I confess^ ^tis poor, 'tis weak 
To droop^ to sit with folded arms. 

To bear a fever in my cheeky 

And sorrow for an ingrate's charms. 

Yet let me still my cares retain. 
Still droop, with folded arms still sigh ; 

Nor mock me that I still remain 
The willing captive of her eye. 

For Love, with all his keenest smart. 
Divine enchantment mingles still ; 

And, while he fires the conquer'd heart. 
He charms with many a pleasing thrilL 

And tortm'M thus, thus doora'd to mourn, 
I still must feed this cherish 'd grief. 

And could ray peace once more return, 
JMy heart would scorn the poor relief. 
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Then chide me not, if yet once more 
I seek that love, long sought in vain; 

Nor blaoie me if, while 1 adoit^, . 
My vows are answer'd with disdain ! 

"Bayley^ Poems. 



MODERN SONNET TO AN OLD WIG. 

JnAiL thou ! who ly'st so snug in this old box ; 

With sacred awe I bend before thy shrine ! 
Oh ! 'tis. not clos'd with glue, nor nails, nor locks. 

And hence the bliss of viewing thee is mine. 

Like my poor aunt, thou hast seen better days ! 

Well curl'd and powdered, once it was thy lot 
Balls to frequent, and masquerades, and plays, . 

And panorama's, and the Lord knows what ! 

Oh ! thou hast heard e en Madame Mara sing, < 
And oft-times visited my Lord Mayor's treat 4 

And once, at court, was notic'd by the King, . 
Thy form was so commodious, and neat. . , 

Alas! what art thou now i a mere old mop ! 

With which our housemaid Nan> who hates a broom/ 
Dusts all the chambers in my little shop. 

Then slily hides thee in this lumber room !. 
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Snch is the fate of wigs ! and mortals too ! 

After a few more years than thine are past^ 
The Turk, the Christian, Pagan, and the Jew, 

Must all he shut up in a box at last ! 

Vain fBaa ! to talk so loud, and look so bigl 
How small's the difference 'twixt thee and a wig ! 
How small, indeed ! for speak the truth I must. 
Wigs turn to'dttsler^, and man turns to dust. 

. The Spirit of Public Journals. 



STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

As now the shades of eve embrown 
The sCfeiies where pensive poets rove. 

From care remote from envy's froM^n, 
The joys of inward calm I prove. 

What holy strains around me swell ! 

No wildly rude tumultuous sound; 
They fix the soul with magic. spell. 

Soft let me tread this favour'd ground. 

Sweet b the galie that breathes the spring. 
Sweet through the vale you winding stream. 

Sweet is the note Love's warblers sing, 
But sweeter Friendship's soothing theme. 

Matthias. 
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THE VISIONARY. 



fr HEN midnight o'er the (burken'd skies 
Her pall of transient death bad spread^ 

When mortals sleep^ when spectres rise. 
And nought is wakeful but the dead; 

No shivering ghost my way pursues^ 
No bloody shape my couch annoys^ 

Visions more sad my fancy views^ 
Visions of long departed joys ! 

The shade of youthful hope isthere^ 
That lingered long, and latest dy'd; 

Ambition^ ail dissolved to air^ 

With phantom bpnpurs at her side. 

What empty shadows glimmer nigh i 

They once were friendship, truth, and love; 

Oh! die to thought, to mem'rj'die. 
Since lifeless to my heart ye prove. 

Spencer. 
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TO LAURA. 

You bid me sing the song yon love, 

I heao oxid wake the favour*d lay ; 
For Laura's lips no wish can move. 

But I am blest when I obey. 
Yet while you bend the strain to hear. 

My fancy flies on wayward wing. 
And turns to him, the poet dear. 

Who form'd the song yon bid me sing. 

Bear to my heart for ever be 

The bard who thus shall melt and charm. 
In every age, each maid like thee 

To nature jnst, to genius warm ! 
But ah 1 the bard, where is he fled i 

Like common forms of vulgar clay ; . 
The shades of night are round him spread^ 

The bard has liv'd, and pass'd away. 

And him, who thus with matchless art 

To music gave the poet's rhyme, 
Touch'd with new eloquence the heart. 

And wak'd to melody sublime. 
How vainly would my eyes require. 

And seek within the realms of day^ 
Por, like die master of the lyre. 

He too has liv'd, and pass'd away. 




"^ 
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'Midst Scotra*8 shadowy glens reclined. 

These notes some unknown minstrel fir'cf. 
Yet where — to silent death resigned. 

Rests now the form the muse inspired i 
No vestige points, to rapture wavm^ 

To grateful awe, the sacred clay ; 
Alas ! while lives the song to charm. 

All but the so&g baa pasaU away. 



Well, Laura, does that look reverf. 
That pensive look, that soften'd eye. 

How quickly through thine heart can steal 

. The thought refiu'd that bids thee sigh. 

Not at thy will from want, from pain. 
Exemption kind can genius claim ; 

And now thou mark st with sorrow vain 
How frail its triumphs and us*fame» 



Muse on, and mourn, dion genVous maid. 

Ah ! mourn for man thus deom'd to view 
His little labours bloom and fade. 

An hour destroy — an hour renew. 
Vain humbled mau ! must ev^^y pride. 

All thy fond gkuries feel decay ? 
Must ^v'ry boast, if once ally'd 

To thee, but live to pass away ? 



r 
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Vaib humbled man 1 as transient flies 

AM that thy reasoning mind rever'd ; 
In some lov*d maid thus sinks and dies 

All to thy inmost soul rever'd. 
Oh^ Laura ! haste thee to my breast ! 

Come, all Uiy life, thy love convey ; 
Oh ! closer to my heart be prestr-** 

Dost tkau too live — to pass away ? 

Smyth* 



THE. COMPLAINT. 

A BALLAD. 

jRbst^ rest, dear babe! in balmy sleep reposing. 
No care, no sorrow moves thy tranquil breast; . 

Rest, till the dawn thy gentle eyes unclosing . 
Shall wake that smile in which alone I'm blest. 

Hush thee, sweet babe! let nought disturb thy slumbers^ 
Thy mothei* fondly o'er thy criiolle' hung. 

Thus frames for thee the soothiitg fav'rite uumbeiB^ 
Fot thee her vigils thusi beguiles with song. 

Alas I my child, for thee no father's bosom 
Throbs to soft sympathy and fcmd alarm ; 

No sheltering arm protects thy tender blossom. 

And screens its weakness from life's gath'ring- storm. 
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In vain with tears and suppliant accents blended^ 
His infant seeks its sacred rights to claim ; 

Tho* truth and honour for those claims contended^ 
Honour and truth — to him — are but a name. 

Vainly to him this faithful heart appealing. 

Which passion*s tend rest^ truest flame stiU warms^ 

Urges those oft-^edg*d vows^ each gen'rous feelings 
Tho* now forgot — which gave me to his arms. 

How can he thus forego the soft relations 
That bind with mutual ties his soul to me^ 

How can he lose those ever-dear sensations 
Which swell to rapture as i gsae on thee! 

Oft o'er thy lovely form while pensive musings 
His smile^ his features^ with delight I trace. 

Each painful thought in melting fondness losings 
I clasp his image in my diild's embrace. 

O may that powV who hears my sad lamenting^ 
And guards my nursling with a parent s ey«^ 

Kestore his heart, at nature's voice relenting. 
To faith's firm bonds, and love's forgiving sighs. 

Sleep on, dear babe ! no thoughts like these oppress thee^ 
Mild innocence thy peaceiul temples crowns; 

No anxious doubts, no keen regrets distress thee^ 
No brooding care around thy cradle frowns. 
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Those tranquil looks suspend thy mother's anguish. 
Those artless smiles her drooping heart sustain ; 

Victim of broken vows, tho' doom'd to languish. 
She lives in thee to peace and hope again. 

Maria Riddelh 



SIMILE 
When shooting on Staphford Moor. 

Ye wide-spread moors, and lengthening wastes ! 

O'er which I bend my devious way, 
My mind a secret pleasure tastes, 

As through your solitudes I stray. 

For here neglected and forlorn 

Some unknown blossom greets my sight ; 
Rears its fair head beneath the thorn. 

Protected from th' autumnal blight. 

But Winter now with hasty stride 

Begins to desolate the plain. 
And soon, ah soon ! its vernal pride 

Must fall beneath his iron reign. 

So have I seen some village maid 

In virgin charms and beauty drest. 
The pride of some sequestered shade. 

With health and native virtue blest ; 

17 
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• 

Till specious Love, with fraudful smile. 
Soon robs her mind of wonted rest. 

Nor joy, nor peace, her thoughts beguile^ 
And sorrow fills her artless breast. 

Quick from her cheeks the roses fade. 
No longer beams her sparkling eye. 

By perjur'd vows and wiles betray 'd. 
She's left to languish, weep, and die. 

C.S. 



THE FALLING TOWER. 

jM ARK ye the Tower whose lonely halls 

Re-echo to yon falling stream ? 
Mark ye its bare and crumbling walls. 

Where slowly fades the sinking beam ? 

There, oft, when eve in silent trance. 

Hears the lorn redbreast^s plaintive moan. 

Time, casting round a cautious glance. 

Heaves from its base some mouldVing stone. 

There, tho' in Time's departed dny, 
War wav'd his glittering banners high ; 

Tho' many a minstrel pour'd the lay. 
And many a beauty tranc'4 the eye ; 
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Yet never, midst the gorgeous scene^ 
Midst the proud feasts of splendid pow'r^ 

Shone on the pile a beam serene^ 
So bright as gilds its falling hour. 

Ob ! thus when life's gay scenes shall fade^ 
And pleasure lose its wonted bloom. 

When creeping age shall bare my head. 
And point to me the silent tomb ; 

Then may Religion's hallow'd flame 
Shed on my mind its mildest ray ; 

And bid it seek in purer frame 
One bright Eternity of Day. 

County Magazine* 



TO A LADY SINGING. 

O9 CAN that heart untouch'd remain 
By all love's pleasures, all love's pain. 
When, while thou sing'st another's woes. 
Thy cheek with deeper crimson glows; 
When, as thou wak'st the feeling strain. 
Through ev'ry clear translucent vein. 
That strays amid thy forehead's snow. 
The streams of life more swiftly flow ; 



When^ inix'd ^hh many :a pauioii'd sigb. 
Upon diy Ups the accenu die ; 
When sweeter knguovs^ softer dews. 
Those tirin blight orbs of light sufinse ? 

And i hfitve teen thy iKisoin'S snow 
Throb miAk ike huniry of woe ; 
And I have'Uiark'd th' nmwssion'd glance 
That speaks the soar~s deUcioas trance.; 
And felt the poison of thine eye ; 
And dnak the ma^c of tliff sigh ; 
Andj as the sweet 'lafectMNi stole 
Through all my 'veins> and fir'd^ny soul, 
I wish'd one timid ^latioe «iigbt tel 
How ieep I Mi the subtile spell. 
Then, Lady, sing of love again ; 
And while thou wak'st the feeling strain. 
While, mix'd with many a passion'd sigh. 
Upon thy lipi^ the accents die ; 
And while again thy bosom^s snow 

• 

ThndM with die luxnry of woe, 
O, poor on me the^ritti«g glance 
That apealcs the sottTs delicievs traoce — 
And if Ifdsre one look to^ateid. 
That look sbdll^eil iheemll 1 feel; 
Andj liady, then thine aher'd^jie 
Shall tod ray bopes^ or bid tltem db. 
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EPITAPH ON AN INPAOT. 

jBej^bath this hiQock'a aarvovt Wund 

A lovelj isfiuit lies ; 
'Till the last tramp shall shake the ground^ 

And tqU a^way th^ skies. 

Some pityingr angel Tiew'd the fiMr> 

In ionoeeDee mney'd. 
And snaitch'd her from each future snare^ 

The worM and guilt had lakk 

From all the ckequer'd ills hebMH 

MikBT secure shall sleep ; 
Her little heart no pang shall know ; 

Her eyes no more shall weep. 

When thottsandb, >i»ag ftom the 4«wl» 

Shall tremble as thejr rise^ 
This smiting saint witbciut; distrust 

Shall upwards lift her eyea. 

Let sonow for her early doom 

No metre in silence sigh ; 
But Hope, that points beyond tbfs tfmh. 

Bid ev'ry tear be dry. 

Collection of Epitaphs^ 
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TRIBUTE 
To the memory of a deceased Friend. 

ASoRTAL^ from yon lower sphere^ 
Ere eternal joys thou share^ 
Are thy earthly duties done. 
Husband, &ther, friend, and fion i 

Hast thou o'er a parent's bead 
Drops of filial fondness sbed ? 
What, the pleasure bast thou prov'd, 
' Tis to love, and be belov'd i 

Hast thou, with delighted eyes. 
Seen thy num'rous o&pring rise i 
Hast thou in the paths of truth 
Led their inexperienc'd youth ? 

Did'st thou e*er in sadness bend 
O'er the sorrows of a friend ? 
Did'st thou hasten, unappail'd. 
When thy sinking country cali'd f 

Husband, father, friend, and son. 
Well thy journey hast thou run ; 
Life has known its best employ. 
Sown in virtue, reap'd in joy. 



\ 
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EPITAPH ON A CLERGYMAN. 

jLamented shade^ if in the silent grave 
The sound of human voice was ever heard ; 

00 if the gates of death fast barr'd not out 
AH lovely converse with our friends on earth ; 
How loudly would'st thou hear thy loss bewail'd ; 
How gently would the notes of well-earn*d praise 
So^th thy departed spirit, and cheer thy soul 
With the sweet solace that reflection draws 
From a long train of goodly, virtuous deeds^ 
That ran in quick succession on : till when 
That awful despot of the human race 

Stopped their career, and humbled to the dust 
No trembling sinner^ but a fearless mind, 
Arm*d with the shield of conscious rectitude. 
By all lamented, as by all rever'd. 
And while I twine the mournful cypress wreath. 
Wet with thy widow's and thy children's tears. 
Around thy hallow'd bier, with filial care, 

1 mingle ivy flow'rs, that, while alive, 
Bloom'd with such classic lustre on thy brow. 
Ye flocks, whose great salvation was his pride. 
Hither repair, and o'er your shepherd's tomb ^ 
Shed grateful tears of woe, for, in his death 
You've lost a sacred minister of truth. 

Who taught you well, and what he taught believ'd. 

Collection of Epitaphs. 
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TO THE GLOW-WORM. 

Gem of this lane and mlent Tale^ 

Treasure of ev'ning's penshre honr^ 
I come thy modest light to hail ! 

I come a votive strain to pour : 
Nor chilly dews^ nor paths untrod^ 

Can from thy shrine my footsteps fright : 
Thy lamp shall guide me o'er the sod^ 

And cheer the gathering mists of night. 
Again thy yellow fire impart ! — 

Lo^ planets shed a mimic day ! 
Lo^ vivid meteors round me dart ! 

On western clouds red lightnings play ! 
But vain these splendid fires to me. 

Borne on the season's sultry wing> 
Unless thy slender form I see 

Arcnind its fairy lustre fling. 
Thine is an unobtrusive blaze ; 

Content art thou in shades to shine ; 
And much I wish, while thus I gaze. 

To make thy modest merit mine ; 
For long by youth's wild wishes cast 

On the false workVs tempestuous sea, 
I seek retirement's shore at last. 

And find a monitor in thee. 

County Magazine. 
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ODE TO CHARITY. 

O THOU ! whose eye of smiling love 
Outshines the regent of the day ; 

Whose bosom no rude tumults raove^ 
Whose form no pencil can portray ; 

So bright thine eye, thy form so £ur. 

Beauty herself seem» station'd there. 

Hail, Charity ! thou fairest, best, 

Adorn*d with vir^ie*s peerless crown : 

And wont, array'd in simple vest. 
To beam with lustre of thine own. 

Still let thy breast with rapture glow. 

But spare a sigh for human woe. 

Sweeter thy breath than gales that play 
Where summer flow*rs their odours fling ; 

Nor is so soft the voice of May, 

With all the choir of tuneful spring; 

The smile, that on thy cheek is seen. 

Bespeaks a paradise within* 

Oh ! still thy sacred form display ; 

Near thee a balm shall sorrow find ; 
Still, like the golden orb of day. 

Reign the warm friend of human kind ! 
And let thine hand to all impart. 
Fair emblems of an open heart* 

Ibid. 
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ODE TO MR. PACKWOOD. 

CosiEy muse^ and seize the trump of fame. 
To sing great Paekwood's growing name. 

No king deserves it louder — 
Then swell your deep sonorous voice^ 
To him who mortals bids rejoice ; 

And seek his strap and powder ! 

Oh ! had'st thou flourished in an age, 
' When evVy hero, saint, and sage. 

Like modern Psalmanazor, 
Their hairy honours wore at length. 
And ev'ry beard was gaining strength. 

For want, of patent razor ! 

Then Barbarossa's fiery chin. 

And Blue-beard's, so renown'd in sin. 

Had been as smooth as satin ; 
And odes that only now are sung 
To praise thee in thy mother tongue. 

Had then been made in iatin. 

No more shall love-lorn Damon seek 
The dimples of his ChIoe*s cheek. 

With beard like Neb'chadnazzar — 
Since once he*s had the lucky hap. 
On Pack wood's wond'rous chemic strap 

To whet his dullest razor. 
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I^o more shall he with anguish grin ; 
No more shall smart his mangled chin. 

Thanks to thy strap so famous ! 
A strap which gives the face such ease. 
Might e'en a mighty monarch please. 

When shav'd by Billy Ramus. 

Could'st thou in France thy razor'^ grind. 
Thy talents there would surely find 

' Mongst lawgivers a station. 
Smooth as thy strap their chins would feel— ^ 
Thou'dst sharpen for the public weal 

The lazor of the nation ! 

Oh ! could'st thou, by a lucky hit. 
Find out a strap to sharpen wit ! 

(Tho' high thy present state is) 
Then would*st thou make a monarch smile. 
The ruler of a dea-girt isle. 

And get a patent gratis. 

Then would the spreading voice of fame. 
With Paracelsus rank thy name. 

And other great gold-finders — 
The long-sought philosophic stone 
Become, without dispute, thy own. 

Thou prince of Razor Grinders. 

I. JV. T. 
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BALLAD. 



Oh ! tairy gent le traveQer; 

Oh^ tarry now at setting day ; 
Nor baste to leave this lowly vale^ 

For lofty mountains far away. 

Ok ! teB me what has tempted tbee 
Thro' woods and dreary wilds to roam S 

Oh! tell me what has tempted thee 
To quit thy lot and peaceful home? 

» 

Say^ hast thou not a partner dear^ 
That's constant to thy love> and kind ? 

And wilt thou leave her fiuthful side. 
Nor cast one sorrowing look behmd ? 

Yon sun that gilds the village spire. 
And gaily flings bis parting ray. 

Say, smiles be not as sweetly o'er 
Thy native village far away? 

Does mad ambition lure tby steps 
To wander in die paths of strife f 

Ah, think how soon thy moments fly ! 
Ah, think how short thy span of life ! 
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For life is like yon crimson beam 
That trembles in the western skies ; 

Full soon^ alas ! its glories cease ; 

It sparkles — ^glimmers — fades — ^and dies. 

Oh ! waste not then thy fleeting hours 
In foreign ciimes and paths unknown ; 

Return thee to thy happy plains 
Tliat bounteous nature made thy <mn. 

For me, nor gold, nor princely pow'r. 
Nor purple vest, nor stately dome. 

Nor all that trophy'd gvandeur boasts. 
Shall lure me from my tranquil home. 

This rustic cot and silent diade 
Stiall evermore my idling he ; 

E'en when my destin'd days are spent 
I'll rest b^ieath yon aged tree. 

Besides the brook a simple stone 
"Shall serve to goavd my cold renudas^ 

A»d tell the pilgrims as they pass, 
I dy'd amidst my nati\ne plains. 

Ketum then, gentle traveler ; 

Return thee with the morning ray.; 
Ifor^leave again thy lowly vale^ 

for lofty mouDtaiiis far away. 

I. IT. T. 
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ELEGY IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY, 



jVo more I wander the muse-haunted grove>. 

Where deeds of glory swell the epic strain. 
Or where .the raptures of requited love 

Wake the sweet numbers of th' impassioned swain. 

For^ ah ! bow transient love's endearing joy^ 
The richest boon of fav'ring heaven to man ;. 

And what ambition, but an infant's toy. 
To minds that ponder Ufe's contracted span i 

Then come. Reflection, nymph of sober mien,. 

Who rov'd beneath the yew tree's shade with Gray ; 
Teach me to meditate the solemn scene. 

As pensive thro' the long drawn aisles I stray. 

Here oft has Britain's royal pageant pass'd. 
And titl'd pride her gaudy charms display'd ; 

Here wou'd the crowd with pagan ardour haste 
T' adore the idol that their folly made. 

Yet, a few season's fled, the train return'd. 

With hearts untouched, to mimic sorrow's gloom ; 

With woe's grimmace the pompous herald moum'd. 
And lavish'd flatt'ry o'er the senseless tomb. 
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Here jarring statesmen meet, once haughty foes. 
Who spurn'd indignant at a rival's pow'r; 

There beauty withers like the blushing rose,. 
The fragrant pride of summer's transient hour. 

The votive song to Delia'is vernal bloom, . 

Vibrates to rapture on her deafen'd ear ; 
Ev'n proud ambition stoops beneath a tomb. 

And pleasure's syren voice is silent there. 

Dumb, too, the minstrel's harp, whose magic lays 
Arous'd the valiant breast to deeds of fame ; 

Yet time shall spare the virtuous poet's praise. 
And age to age repeat his honour'd name. 

Yet here, till wisdom fly the British coast. 
Oft-times the musing moralist shall come. 

Heedless of grandeur's monumental boast. 
To seek, good Addison, thy humble tomb. 

And long thy precepts, with resistless pow'r. 
Shall lure the wand'r^r to the shrine of truth ; 

Chase puerile folly from life's ev'ning-hour. 
And whisper caution to impetuous youth. 

Nor view'd with careless eye the recent grave 
Of Johnson, moral mentor of our age, 

Tho' mark'd by superstition for her slave, 
Tho' bigotry deform th' historic page. 
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Lo ! where the sage^ by list'ning crowds rever'd^ 
Whose well-earn'd honours grateful science paid^ 

And chiefs whose prowess steel-clad legions fear'd^ 
Repose alike in death*s oblivious shade. 

Mo victor's shout^ no soothing voice of fame^ 
Shall pierce the gloomy caverns of the ground ; 

But darkness there her silent empire claim^ 
Till nature hear the- trump celestial sound. 



And is it thus the various ranks of men^ 

The mean^ the wise, the tyrant, and the 8lave^ 

Whate*er thro* devious life their paths had been^ 
All meet at last^ associates in the grave i 

Then why shou*d penVy mourn her lowly birth. 
Or titl'd pride assume ^he brow of scorn 

From life's last scene, since all but moral worth 
Flies like night visions at the song of mom i 

Hence let ambition's vot'ries fondly dream 
Of wealth's heap'd treasures, and the dome of statCj 

At honour's shrine indulge the airy scheme;. 
Or crowd obsequious round preferment's ^te. 

Be rather mine, to bend in Virtue's fane. 
Her cares, her duti^, and her joys to know; 

The sigh of want to hear, the shriek of pain. 
And with compassion's gen'rous warmth to glow. 
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Be mine^ BeUgioi^ of thy hope ptmentt'd. 
Tranquil to finish life « eveatfiil hour. 

My mem'ry dear to sofoe fio«genial bfeaal. 

My sod by Friend^b^) sUrew'd mtih mamj fi flow'n 

County Magazim, 
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SWEETNESS. 

AN ODE. 

Of damask cheeks, and mUmlt eym. 

Let other poets teU ; 
Within the bosom of the fak 

Superior beauties dirf& 

There all the sprightly powers of wit 

In blithe iissemblage play ; 
There ev'ry social virtue shieds 

Its intell^<^ual ray. 

But as the sun*s refulgent light 
Heaven's wide expanse refined. 

With sov'reign lustre through the soul 
Celestial Sweetness shines. 

This mental beam dilates the hearty 

And sparkles in the face ; 
It harmonizes ev'ry thought^ 

And heightens ev'ry grace. 

18 
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One glimpse can sooth the troubled breast^ 

The heaving sigh restriun ; 
Can. make the bed of sickness please> 

And stop the sense of pain. 

Its power can charm the savage heart. 

The tyrant's pity move ; 
To smiles convert the wildest rage^ 

And melt the soul to love. 

When Sweetness beams upon the throne 

In Majesty benign^ 
The awful splendours of a crown 

With milder lustre shine. 

In scenes of poveity and woe> 

Where melancholy dwells^ 
The influence of this living ray 

The dreary gloom dispels. 

Thus, when the blooming spring returns 
To cheer the mournful plains. 

Through earth and air, with genial warmth, 
Etherial mildness reigns. 

Beneath its bright, auspicious beams. 

No boist'rous passions rise ; 
Moroseness quits the peaceful scene. 

And baleful discord flies. 
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A thousand nameless beauties springs 

A thousand virtues glow ; 
A smiling train of joys appear^ 

And endless blessings flow. 

Unbounded Charity displays 

Her sympathizing charms ; 
And Friendship's pure seraphic flame 

The gen'rous bosom warms. 

Almighty Love exerts his power^ 

And spreads with secret art 
A soft sensation through the frame^ 

And transport through the heart. 

Nor shall the storms of Age^ which cloud 

Each gleam of heart-felt joy. 
And blast the gaudy flower's pride. 

These blest effects destroy. 

When that £ur form shall sink in years> 

And all those graces fly ; 
The beauty of thy heav nly mind 

Shall length of days defy. 

Robertson. 
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VERSES 



Tq a Young Ludjf at ike tbar cf btr carriage 

im Hgde Park. 

W^iLT thou, wQt tliou ranlty fly 

From vatiily and fidly, 
Atid <fi\t ihek pomp witheut a sigh. 

My o^maL 4ear -IMfy ? 

And wik llioii^ wilt {hoti tben'fersKke 
What 4^)1 thie woiild'« aifatttariBg, 

Old men their last^loVd ckgect mske, 
And ycfmug grow old aoijiinkig^f 

Fmm ^ut 4i)is giuidy iiariBBts'd coatdi 
Wilt thou «t«p gentlyidown ? 

To mieet thy }ot«r'« uneek ^ffoamch. 
Break tfapottgh the ^ziagitowa? 

And to die siknit uraUeyinoiee 
With me^, and ^melancholy.; 

There five and die an lonely^ie^e. 
My own dear:ItoUy i 

?^ Skene. 
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THE MIDUWATCH, 

ON THE NIOWT BBVORK AN ACTION. 

fr HBN *ti8 ingfa^«id tkeBiid*w«tch is come. 

And chilling mists, lumg o'er the Aurken'd mainj 
Then sailors think of their fiir distent borne. 
And of those friends thqp ■e'er DMty see again : 
But, when the fight's begun. 
Each sfrring at has guii,. 
Should any thought of then come o'er your mind,,. 
Think onfy— shouid the daj be viwn ! 
How 'twill cheer 
Their hearts to hear 
That tlieir own dear sailor be was one. 

And thus, brave tar, if you a atbtccss kind 

Have left <m shore ; some prettj girl, and true ! 
Who many a night doth listen to the wind. 
And sigh to tiiink how it may fare widi yott : 
Oh, when the fight's heguiv 
£ach serving at his guo. 
Should any tbooght of her oome o'ei your mind^ 
Think only — should the day be won ! 
How 'twould cheer 
Her heart to hear 
That her own true sailor be was om. 

Naval Chronicle. 
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ON THE VIEW OF A SHIPWRECK 

FROM THE SHORE. 

JLhb wild winds roar^ a moment ceas'd, 

A dreadful pause succeeds ; 
The shriek of terror strikes the ear. 

The heart with pity bleeds. 

No human ud can interpose. 

The shattered bark to save ; 
The Vhelming waves resistless fill 

The sailor's wat'iy grave. 

No more the tender ties of home. 
Shall meet their blest return : 

The wife^ the parent^ and the child. 
Through many, a day shall mourn. 

The stormy night shall wake their woes 

From some delusive dream. 
When oft to their fond arms restor'd 

The long lost friend shall seem — 

The friend with whom, in early years. 
Their happiest hours were known. 

Whether by youthful sports endear'd. 
Or kindred claims their own. 



263 

Within the deep profound they rest^ 

Far from their native shore^ 
Till future ages pass away. 

And man shall weep no more. 

Naval Chronicle* 



THE HERMIT. 

JSlT the close of the day when the hamlet is still. 
And mortals the sweets of forgetfulness prove. 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill. 
And nought but the nightingale's song in the grove ; 
*Twas then, by the cave of a mountain reclin'd, 
A Hermit his nightly complaint thus began, 
Tho' mournful his voice, his heart was resigned. 
He thought as a sage, but he felt as a man : 

^' Ah ! why thus abandoned to darkness and woe. 
Why thus, lonely Philomel, flows thy sad strain ? 
For Spring shall return, and a lover bestow. 
And thy bosom no trace of misfortune retain. 
Yet if pity inspire thee, ah i cease not thy lay. 
Mourn, sweetest complainer, man calls thee to mourn ; 
O sooth him, whose pleasures like thine pass away. 
Full quickly they pass — but they never return. 
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^ Now g^iKnf reoMie, on tlie verge of the sky. 
The moon half extuiguidi*d her cieseiit displays : 
But lately I mark'd^ whien tfmjestic os higk 
She shone^ and tbe planets were kMt in her blaze. 
Roll OD^ thoa £ur orb^ and with gladness pursue 
The path that conducts thee to splendour again ;- 
But man's faded glory no change shall renew^ 
Ah, fool ! to exult in a glory so vain ! 
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Tis night, and the landscape is lovely no more ; 
I moimi^ but, ye woodlands, I monm not for yoo-| 
For mom is approaching, your diarms to restore, 
Peifmn'd with firesb fragranee, and gUttfring with dew. 
Nor y€t for tbe ravage of WuHer I mourn ; 
Kind nature the eotlHyo blossom will save, — 
But when shall Spring visit the mouM^ring urn, 
O when shall k dawn on the night of the grave f " 



THE LAWS 0¥ THE ROAD. 

JLur Laws of tbe Road are a paradox quite. 
For when you are travelling along. 

If you keep to the left you'll be sure to be right, 
If you keep to the right you'H be wrong. 

Mtaeum ^ WiU 
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IDYLLIUM. 

€X WB&^iQPMS; Debtor ! in these walls 
Thy c8Fes> «ad joys, and love» focqp^ 

Approach ; a hrofiher Debtor ealls^ 
And joift the fi«aijy of woe ! 

Did Fortune, with her firownmg brow. 
Thy late and eaify toils withstand? 

Or slander sti'lhe the fiitai blow. 
Or griping ns'ry's iron hand i 

Say, does a wife, to want eonsign^d^ 
While weeping babes surround her bed. 

Peep through, and see the fetters bind 
Those bands, that earned 4faeir daily bread? 

Does she in Tain on knees that bend^ 
The marble heart of weakh implore ? 

Breathless pursue some flying friend. 
Or beat in vain tlie closing door? 

Look up^ and share our scanty meal ; 

For us some brighter hours may flow ; 
Some angel break these bolts of steel. 

For HowAAD marks, and feels our woe. 

Dr. Darwin. 
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LOVE ELEGY. 

YI^here now are all my flatt'riDg dreams of joy ? 

Monimia, give my soul its woated rest ; — 
Since first thy beauty fix*d my roving eye^ 

Heart knawing cares corrode my pensive breast 

Let happy lovers fly where pleasures call^ 
With festive songs beguile the fleeting hour : 

Lead beauty thro* the mazes of the ball^ 
Or press her wanton in love's roseate bower. 

For me^ no more FIl range th* empurpled heath 
Where shepherds pipe^ and virgins dance around ; 

Nor wander thro* the woodbine's fragrant shade^ 
To hear the music of the grove resound. 

ni seek some lonely churchy or dreary hall^ 
Where fancy paints the glimm 'ring taper blue^ 

Where damps hang mould'ring on the ivy'd wsS, 
And sheeted ghosts drink up the midnight dew : 

There leagu'd with hopeless anguish and despair^ 
Awhile in silence o'er my fate repine ; 

Then with a long farewell to love and care. 
To kindred dust my weary limbs resign. 
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Wilt thou^ Monimia^ shed a gracious tear 
On the cold grave where all mj sorrows rest ? 

Wilt thou strew flow'rs, applaud my love sincere^ 
And bid the turf lie lightly on my breast i 

Smollct. 



%• The author of a poem called **The Recantation" bod seen the 
above £legy ; the similarity of the last stanza of both poems is too 
-Striking to doubt diis conclusion* See Toi. L 



RONDEAU. 



JBv two black eyes my heart was won^ 
Sure never wretch was more undone ! 

To Celia with my suit I came. 
But she, regardless of her prize. 
Thought proper to reward my flame 

With two black eyes ! 

Anonymouu 
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THE NUN. 

vT iTR each perfection dawning on her mind, 
AU beauiy-ft treaaure op**ning en her ebeek. 
Each flattVing hope sabdaed, eacb wish Kagn'd, 
Does gay Ophelia this lone mansdon seek? 

Say, gentle maid, what prompts thee to forsake 
The paths, thy birtb and fertnae strew with flow'rs ? 
Through nature*s kind endearing ties to break. 
And waste in cloister*d walls thy pensive hours ? 

Let sober thought restrain thy ecring zeal. 
That guides thy footsteps to the vestal gate. 
Lest thy soft heart (this friendship bids reveal) 
Like mine unhlest, shonUfmoora liJte mkie too late. 

Does some angelic lonely^whispVing voice. 
Some sacred impulse, or some dream divine^ 
Approve the dictates of thy early choice? — 
Approach with confidence the awful shrine. 

There kneeling at yon altar's marble base 
(While streams of rapture from thine eye-lids steal, 
And smiling heav'n illumes thy soul with grace) 
Pronounce the vow, thou never canst repeal. 
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Yet if misled by ialie eothled firiencis, 
AVho say — ^* Tbat Pemx, with all her ocMnely traio^ 
From starry segions to tfab dioie ^eaoends. 
Smooths evVy firown^ amA^ohcm.tv'ry pain: 

'* That vestals tread oonteolmcni's flcivVy lawn^ 
Approv'd of inaoctooe, by health carest : 
That rob*d ia ooloivs hri^^ by £ftDoy drowD^ 
Celestial Ihope isits jmiUng At tiam breaat'' 



syren 90i^, and artful style. 
Their pleasingsomNk some. treacherous thoughts conceal ! 
Full oft does pride with sainted voice beguile^ 
And sordid int*rest imear the mask of jceal. 

A tymnt^bbess here perchance may reign, 
"Who, fond of power, affouts the imperial nod. 
Looks down disdainful on her female train. 
And rules the cloistj^r with an iron rod. 

Reflection sickens at the lif04ong tie« 
Back-ghmdog mem'iy acts her busy part. 
Its charms tlie world un£Dlds to fancy's eye. 
Anil sbeds alloceaftent on the wishful heart. 

Lo.! Discord enters at the saored porch. 
Rage in her frown, and tei^ror on her crest ; 
E'en at ihe hallow'd lamps she lights her torch. 
And holds it Awnioig to each virgin breast. 
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But since the legends of monastic bliss 
By fraud are fiibled^ and by youth belieVd^ 
Unbougbt experience learn from my distress. 
Oh ! mark my lot, and be no more deceiv'd. 

Three lustres scaree with hasty wing were fled,. 
When I wa» torn from ev'ry weeping friend, 
A thoughtless victim to the temple led. 
And (blush ye parents) by a father s hand i 

Yet then what solemn scenes deceiv'd ny choice? 
The pealing organ's animating sound. 
The choral virgin's captivating voice. 
The blazing altar, and the priests around- 

The train of youths array'd in purest white. 
Who scattered myrtles as I pass'd along ; 
The thousand lamps that pour'd a flood of light. 
The kiss of peace from all the vestal throng* 

The golden censers, toss'd with graceful hand. 
Whose fragrant, breath Arabian odours shed : 
Of meek ey'd novices the circling band. 
With blooming cbaplets wove around their head. 

— My willing soul was caught in rapture's flame. 
While sacred ardour glow'd in ev'ry vein : 
Methought applauding angels sung my name. 
And heav'ns unsullied glories gilt the fane* 



* 
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This temporary transport soon expired. 
My drooping heart contess'd a dreadful void : 
E'er since^ alas ! abandon'd^ uninspir'd, 
I tread this dome^ to misery allied. 

No wakening joy informs my sullen breast. 
Thro' op'ning skies no radiant seraph smiles. 
No saint descends to sooth my soul to rest. 
No dream of bliss the dreary night beguiles. 

Here haggard Discontait still haunts my view ; 
The sombre genius reigns in ev'ry place. 
Arrays each virtue in the darkest hue. 
Chills ev'ry prayer, and cancels evVy grace. 

I meet her ever in the cheerless cell. 

The gloomy grotto and unsocial wood : 

I hear her ever in the midnight bell. 

The hollow gale, and hoarse resounding flood. 

This caus'd a mother's tender tears to flow, 
(The sad remembrance time shall ne'er erase) 
When, having seal'd th' irrevocable vow, 
I hastened to receive her last embrace. 

I Full well she then presag'd my wretched fate, 

Th' unhappy moments of each future day : 
1^ When lock'd within this terror-shedding grate, 

i My joy-deserted soul wou'd pine away. 
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Yet ne'er <ImI ber malernal voice wrfbU 
Hie tdokiter'^ eeeoe la all its Imhvots dveal^ 
Nor did she tbca my ttcmUing stcfw ivtibboM, 
When here I «Ater'd a reloctanf^est. 

Ah ! eoaki she view ber oi^; child betrarj^'d^ 
And let auboiiwon o'er ber. love prevail? 
Th' unfeeling priest why did she aot upbraid t 
Focbid the vow, and rend the hov'iiag wi l 

Abtt ! die might not*— her rekatless lord 
Had seal'd.her lipsjand.chid her stremning tear^ 
So anguish ia her breast coneeal'd its board. 
And all the mpiher suakJn daoib despair. . 

But thou, who ownst a father's aaerednanie^ 
What act impell'd^thee to this ruthless deed ? 
What crime had forfeited my filial olaim i 
And givea(oh, tort'ring thought!) thy heart to bleed f 

If then thine injur-d child deserve ihy car^, 
Ob, haste and bear ber from this lonesome gloom! 
In vain — no words can sooth bis rigid eox : 
And Galia's laws have rivetted my doom. 

Ye cloistered fak — ye censer*breathing saints. 
Suppress your taunts, and learn at length to sp«re; 
Tbo' mid these holy walls I vent my plaints. 
And give to soirow what is due to .prayti* 
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I fled not to this mansion^s deep recess 
To veil the blushes of a gailty sbame^ 
The teaor of an ill-spent life redress^ 
And snatch from infamy a sinking name. 

Yet let me to my fate submissive bow ; 
From fatal symptoms^ if I right conceivCj 
This stream, Ophelia, has not long to flow. 
This voice to murmur, and this breast to heave. 

Ah ! when extended on th' untimely bier 
To yonder vault this form shall be conveyed, 
Thou'lt not refuse to shed one grateful tear. 
And breathe the requiem to my fleeting shade. 

With pious footstep join the sable train. 
As thro' the lengthening aisle they take their way ; 
A glimmVing taper let thy hand sustain. 
Thy soothing voice attune the funeral lay : 

Behold the minister who lately gave 
The sacred veil, in garb of mournful hue, 
(More friendly office) bending o'er my grave. 
And sprinkling iny remains with hallowed dew : 

As o'er the corse he strews the rattling dust. 
The sternest heart will raise compassion's ngh : 
Ev'n then, no longer to his child unjust^ 
The tears may trickle from a father's eye. 

19 Anonymous* 
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THE MOURNING MAID. 



SaTj faded maid, why thy pale beauty wears. 
In gloomy contrast, that dark suit of woe ; 
And why, with lavish gush, thy frequent tears - 
That little painted semblance thus overflow. 

Why rov'st thou sad breath the willow's shade. 
Whose down-cast boughs these lonely waters laye? 
And why, as oft thy wandering foot is staid, 
View'st thou, with wishful gaze, the fatal wave I " 

Lo ! 'tis the blooming morning of the year! 
Lo, blander suns light up the glorious sky ! 
O'er all the glowing fields the flowers appear, ^ 
And new-clad woods swell beauteous on the eye! 

"Rs Nature's revel ! all her works rejoice! 
Gay laughs the landscape, all that lives is gay ! 
Dgbt bound the flocks! the birds exalt their voice! 
And all things shout, and bless delightful May ! \ 

Join the gay jubilee of earth and skies. 
And let thine heart to rapture tune its strings t • 
Why from thy lips thus flow dissentient sighs^ ;' 
While all around exulting Nature sipgs \ , 
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^ Go, talk of spring to other eyes than miae ! 
Insulted sorrow loathes the wanton scene : 
'Tis nought to me that suns more kindly shine^ 
That skies are azure^ or that fields are green. 

** Alike to me, if low'rs or smiles the day ; 
If snows deface, or flowers adorn the plains ; 
My 4tozen breast admits no genial ray ; 
There winter, everlasting winter, reigns ! 

^ Yon ample roof of heaven, thou deem*st so fair. 
Where thy pleas'd eyes such gladsome splendours see. 
Though the broad arch its proudest glories wear,- 
Is bat a cavern's darksome vault to me! 

" No use have I for all this flood of light : 
No more for me the lamps of day arise : 
The only form, that now could charm my sight. 
No ilun can show to these abandon'd eyes ! 

** This throbbing heart, of softest feelings made> 
A heart that answered all its feelings found : 
Noi^ wants cold blast our blissful loves forbade. 
Nor ifdverse kindred on oior union frown'd : 

« 

^ But, 'tis an iron world : *tis wild to look 
For gentler hours of love and gladness here : ' 
This rocking scene thro' all its frame is shook, ' 
And peace inhabits itr some other sphere. 
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** The friends of strife have bid iiie smile no more; 
They rais*d the storm that overcast my day ; 
War's odious garhmy luckless lover wore; 
The trumpet rent him from these arms away. 

** Each battles course with pausing breath I read; 
Scarce could mine eyes the dread perusal dare : 
But when I closed the Ibt of them that bled^ 
How leapt my hearty when Edward was not there! 

'^ Not long it leapt; the destined stroke was dealt: 
The victim's Uood soon stain'd the fatal steel : 
Deep in my soul the sword's keen edge I felt^ 
And took the wound^ nor art nor time shall heal! 

" Oh ! curst be he, amid the barb'rous strife. 
Whose impious weapon laid an angel low ! 
But doubly curst the foes to love and life. 
Who bade the crimson sea begin to flow ! 

'' On this small tablet smiles his beauty still ! 
In his mild eye what gentle lustres play ! 
Oh 1 what was he, who such a form could kill ! 
A form, to charm a fury's rage away i 

** Then mock not me with this gay painted ball. 
That looks for pleasure's smiling mansion made; 
Ah! what, though nature kindly shine on all ! 
Man stands between, and flings on all his shade f 
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*' 0*er my dimm*d scene a total gloom is thrown! 
Where not the feeblest rays of comfort shine ! 
A nighty in which no cheering star is known^ 
A nighty that hopes no joyful mom, is mine ! 

^* This is the cause my pallid figure wears. 
In gloomy contrast, this dark suit of woe ; 
Hence, hence it is my frequent-gushing tears 
This little pictur'd image thus overflow ! 

'^ For this I rove beneath these willows' shade. 
Whose boughs dejected these lone waters lave : 
For this, as oft my wand'ring foot is staid, 
I view, with wishful gaze, the fatal wave." 

Fawceit's War Elegia, 



LIFE. 

JLife! the dear precarious boon! 
Soon we lose, alas, how soon ! 
Fleeting visions, falsely gay I 
Grasped in vain, it fades away. 
Mixing with surrounding shades. 
Lovely vision I how it fades ! 
Let the muse in fancy's glass 
Catch the phantoms as they pass. 
See they rise I a nyinph behold ! 
Careless, wanton, young, and bold : 
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Mark ker devicMis hasty pace. 
Antic dms, and ihoughtlesft face> 
Smiliag cheeks, and roving eyen, 
Canieless mirth, and vain sarprisei-*- 
Tripping at her side, a boy 
Shares her wonder, and her joy ; 
This is FoUy, childhood's guide. 
This is Childhood at her side. 
What is he succeeding now. 
Myrtles blooming on his brow. 
Bright, and blushing as the morn. 
Not on earth a mortal born i 
Shafts, to pierce the strong, I view. 
Wings, the flying to pursue ; 
Victim of his power, behind 
Stalks a slave of human kind. 
Whose disdain of all the free, 
Speaks his mind's captivity. 
Love's the tyrant. Youth the slave, ; 
Youth in vain is wise, or brave ; 
Love> with conscious pride, defies 
All the brave, and all the wise. 
Who art thou, with anxious mien. 
Stealing o*er the shifting scene ! 
Eyes, with tedious vigils red. 
Sighs, by doubts and wishes bred. 
Cautious step, and glancing leer. 
Speak thy woes, and speak thy fear; 
Arm in arm, what wretch is he. 
Like thyself, who walks with thee i 
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Like tby own his fears and woes. 
All thj pangs his bosom knows ; 
Well, too well ! my boding breast 
Knows the names your looks suggest. 
Anxious, busy, restless pair! 
Manhood, linkM by Fate to Care. 
Wretchied state ! and yet 'tis dear--* 
Fancy, close the prospect here ! 
Close it, or recall the past. 
Spare my eyes, my heart the last* 
Vain' the wish ! the last appears^ 
While I gaze it swims in tears; 
Age — ^my future sdf — I trace. 
Moving slow with feeble pace. 
Bending with disease and cares. 
All the load of life he bears ; 
White his locks, his visage wan. 
Strength, and ease, and hope are gone. 
Death, the shadowy form I know ! 
Death overtakes him, dreadful foe ! 
Swift they vanish — ^mournful sight! 
Night succeeds, impervious night ! 
What these dreadful glooms conceal 
Fancy's glass can ne'er reveal ; 
When shall time the veil remove i 
When shall light the scene improve i 
When shall truth my doubts dispel i 
Awfiil period ! who can tell ? 

Dr. Hawksworth. 
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THE PASSING-BELL. 

CoME^ honest Sexton^ take thy apade. 
And let my grave be qnickly made : 
Tbou still art ready for the dead> 
Like a kind host to make my bed* 
I now am come to be thy giiest^ 
Let me in some dark lodging reat^ 
For I am weary, full of pain. 
And of my pilgrimage complain. 
On Heaven's decree I waiting lie> 
And all my wishes are to die. 
Hark ! I hear my passing-bell. 
Farewell, my loving friends, farewell ! 

Make my cold bed, good Sexton, deep. 
That my poor bones may safely sleep ; 
Until that sad and joyful day, ' 

When from above a voice shall say, 
" Wake all ye dead, lift up your eyes. 
The great Creator bids you rise !" 
Then do I hope among the just 
To shake off this polluted dust ; 
And, with new robes of glory drest. 
To have access among the blest. 
Hark ! I hear my passing-bell. 
Farewell, my loving friends, farewell ! 

jinonymous. 
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A TALE. 

Eeb Saturn's sons were yet disgraced. 
Whilst heathen gods were all the taste. 
Full oft (we lead ) 'twas Jove's high will 
To take the air on Ida's hill. 
It chanc'd, as once with serious ken 
He view'A from thence the ways of men. 
He saw (and pity touch'd his breast) 
The world by three foul fiends possest : 
Pale Discord there, and Folly vain. 
With haggard Vice, upheld their reign. 
Then forth he sent his summons high. 
And caird a senate of the sky. 
Ronnd as the winged orders prest, 
Jove thus bis sacred mind exprest : 
^^ Say, which of all the shining train 
Will Virtue's conflict hard sustain ? 
For see I she drooping takes her flight. 
While not a god supports her right." 
He paus'd — when, from amid the sky. 
Wit, Innocence, and Harmony, 
With one united zeal arose. 
The triple tyrants to oppose. 
That instant from the realms of day 
With gen'rous speed they take their way; 
To Britain's isle direct their car. 
And enter'd with the ev'ning star. 
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Beside the road a maofioa dtood^- 
Defended by a eireUag wood ; 
H^ither^ disguised, timr steps thej bend> 
In hopes, perchaace, to find a friend ; 
Nor vain their hc^ ;. fbc^r^eocds wafi . 
Worth ne'er from thence was tumM away ; 
They urge the traveller's common cbanceiy 
And ev'ry piteous plea advance : 
The artful tale that Wit had feign*d. 
Admittance easy soon obtained. 



The dame who owii'd, adomM the place; 
Three blooming daughters added grace* 
The first, with gentlest manners blest. 
And temper sweety each heart possest'^ ' 
Who vijew'd her, catch'd the tender flame ; 
And soft Amasia was her name* 
In sprightly sense and polUh'd air, 
Whi^t maid with Mira might compare I 
While Lucia's eyes, and Lucia's lyr^ 
Did unresisted love inspire. 



Imagine now the table clear. 
And mirth in ev'ry face appear : 
The song, the tale, the jest went round. 
The riddle dark, the trick profound. 
Thus each admiring, and admir'd. 
The hosts and guests at length retir d ; 
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When Wit thus spoke her sister tnua : 
*' My friends, our errand is but vain- 
Quick let us^measure back the sky ; 
These nymphs alone may well sfq>ply 
Wit, Innocence, aad Harmony •'* 



THE FIRE-SIDE. 



IDkAB Qiloe, while the busy crowd. 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud. 

In folly's maze advance ; 
Though singularity and pride 
Be caird our choice, we'll step aside. 

Nor join the giddy dance. 



From the gay world well oft retire 
To our own family and fire. 

Where love our hours employs ; 
No noisy neighbours enter here. 
No intermeddling stranger near 

To spoil our heart-felt joys* 
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If solid happiness we prize^ 
Within our breast this jewel lies ; 

And they are fools who roam : 
The world has nothing to bestow ; 
From our own selves our joys must flow^ 

And that dear hut^ our home. 

Of rest was Noah's dove bereft. 
When with impatient wing she left 

That safe retreat^ the ark. 
Giving her vain excursion o'er. 
The disappointed bird once more 

Explor'd the sacred bark. 

Though fools spurn Hymen's gentle pow'rs^ 
We, who improve his golden hours. 

By sweet experience know. 
That marriage, rightly understood. 
Gives to the tender and the good 

A paradise below. 



Our babes shall richest comforts bring; 
If tutor'd right, they'll prove a spring 

Whence pleasures ever rise ; 
We'll form their minds, with studious care. 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, 

And train them for the skies. 
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While they our wisest hours engage. 
They'll joy our youth, support our age. 

And crown our hoary hairs : 
They'll grow in virtue ev*ry day. 
And thus our fondest loves repay. 

And recompence our cares. 

No borrowed joys ! they're all our own. 
While to the world we live unknown. 

Or by the world forgot : 
Monarchs ! we envy not your state. 
We look with pity on the great. 

And bless our humble lot. 



Our portion is not large indeed, 
But^ then, how little do we need ! 

For nature's calls are few ! 
In this the art of living lies. 
To want no more than may suffice. 

And make that little do. 



Well therefore relish with content 
Whate'er kind Providence has sent. 

Nor aim beyond our pow'r ; 
For if our stock be very small, 
' Tis prudent to enjoy it ail. 

Nor lose the present hour. 
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To be resign'd when ills betide. 
Patient when faTours are deny'd. 

And pleas'd with favours giv'n> 
Dear Qiloe, thb is wisdom's part. 
This is that incense of the heart. 

Whose fragrance smells to heav'iw 

We*ll ask no long protracted treatj 
(Since winter life is seldom sweet) ; 

But^ when our feast is o*eo 
Grateful from table we'll arise. 
Nor grudge our sons, with envious eyes. 

The relics of our store. 



Thus hand in hand through life we'll go. 
Its chequer'd paths of joy ftnd woe , - 

With conscious steps we'll tread ; 
Quit its vain scenes without a tear, "^ 
Without a trouble, or a fear. 

And mingle with the dead* 

While conscience, like a faithful friend^ 
Shall through the gloomy vale attend^ 

And cheer our dying breath ; 
Shall, when all other comforts cea3e. 
Like a kind angeli whisper peace. 

And smooth the |>e4 of d^ttw .. \ 

Dr. Cotton. 
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HYMN ON SOLITUDE. 

Hail, mildlj-pleaiung Solitude i 
Compaoion of the wke and good ;. 
Bat from whose holy piercing eye 
The herd of fools and villains fly. 

Oh ! how I love with thee to walk 
And li«tea to thy whispered talk^ 
Which innocence and truth imparts. 
And mehs the most obdurate hearts. 

A thousand shapes ycHf wear with ease. 
And still in* ev*ry shape you please. 
Now wrapt ia some mysterious dream, 
A lone philosopher you seem ; 
Now quick from hill to vale you fly. 
And. now you sweep the vaulted sky. 
A shepherd ne^t, you haunt the plain^ 
And warble foftb your oaten strain* 
A lover now, with all the grace 
Of that sweet passion in your face r 
Then, calm-'d Uy friendship, you assume 
The gentle-looking Hartford's bloom>' 
As, with her Musidera, she 
(Her Musidora fond of thee) 
Amid the long-withdrawing vale 
Awakes ^e rival nightingale.: 
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Thine is the balmy breath of morn^ 
Just as the dew-bent rose is bom ; 
And while meridian fervours beat^ 
Thine is the woodland dumb retreat : 
But chiefs when evning scenes decay. 
And the faint landscape swims away. 
Thine is the doubtful soft decline. 
And that best hour of musing thine. 

Descendbg angels bless thy train. 
The virtues of the sage and swain ; 
Plain Innocence, in white array*d. 
Before thee lifts her fearless head ; 
Religion's beams around thee shine. 
And cheer thy glooms with light divine ; 
About thee sports sweet liberty ; 
And rapt Urania sings to thee. 

Oh ! let me pierce thy secret cell. 
And in thy deep recesses dwell. 
Perhaps from Norwood's oak-clad hill. 
When Meditation has her fill, 
I just may cast my careless eyes 
Where London's spiry turrets rise. 
Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain. 



Then shield me in the woods again. 



Thomson, 
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THE HUSBANDMAN'S MEDITATION 

IN THE FIELD. 

?V^iTH toilsome steps when I pursue 
O'er breaking clods the ploughshare's wajr^ 

Lord ! teach my mental eye to view 
My native dissoluble clay. 

And when with seed I strew the earthy 

To Thee all praises let me give. 
Whose hand prepared me for the birth. 

Whose breath informed, and bade me live. 

Pleas'd, I behold the stately stem 
Support its bearded honour's load ; 

Thus, Lord ! sustain'd by thee I came 

To manhood, through youth's dang'rous road. 

Purging from noxious herbs the grain. 
Oh ! may I learn to purge my mind 

From sin, rank weed of deepest stain. 
Nor leave one baleful root behind. 

When blasts destroy the op'ning ear^ 
Life, thus replete with various woe. 

Warns me to shun, with studious care. 
Pride, my most deadly latent foe. 

20 
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When harvest comes^ the yellow crop 
Prone to the reaper's sickle yields ; 

And I beneath death's scythe must drop. 
And soon or late forsake these fields. 

When future crops, in silent hoards. 
Sleep for awhile, to service dead ; 

Thy emUem this, oh grave! affords 
The path to life, which all must tread. 

Addison, 



THE POOR PILGRIM. 

Stop, passenger^ whoe'er thou art. 
Compassion in thy breast may glow ^ 

And if thou canst not alms impart. 
From pity some relief may flow. 

If wayward fortune thou hast prov'd. 

List to my tale, and feel for me ; 
And if thou e'er hast fondly lov'd. 
Let love my vindication be. 

An outcast from an affluent home. 

Where Peace her downy wings display'd, 
Mournful and pennyless I roam — 
My all within this basket laid. 
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Forsaken by the roan I lov'd. 

The man I foolishly believ'd, 
I wail my fate, while be, unmov'd. 

Forgets the wretch whom he deceived. 

Discarded by parental scorn, 

Betray'd by him whom I adore, 
A pilgrim, weary and forlorn. 

Relief from strangers I implore. 

If you, to whom I lowly kneel. 

Can pity to the frail extend ; 
If you, for those who e'er can feel. 

When spurn'd by evVy former friend ; 

Assist a pilgrim on her way. 

Whose stock of bread is stale and low : 
Cold blows the wind — ^no cheering ray 

Warms my faint heart, or melts the snow. 

Nor long will this unhappy form. 
Nor long this breaking heart, offend : 

I sink beneath affliction's storm. 
And soon my shame and grief shall end* 

For sharper than the northern blast. 
Are the repentant pangs I prove : 

Hard is my fate to mourn and fast ; 
But^harder still— to die of love. 

Addi%on*9 Anecdotes* 
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TO THE MEMORY OF A SPANIEL. 



fr ELL hast thou earnM this little space. 
Which barely marks the turf is heav'd. 
For, truest of a faithful race, 
' Thy voice its master ne'er deceived. 

Whilst busy ranging hill and dale. 
The pheasant crouch'd from danger nigh, 

'Till warmer felt the scented gale. 
Thou forc'd the brilliant prey to fly. 

Alike the woodcock's dreary haunt 
Thou knew to find amidst the shade ; 

Ne'er did thy tongue redoubled chaunt. 

But, mark ! quick echo'd through the glade. 

Rest then assur'd, that mortals can 

Draw moral from thy story here : 
Happy, if so employed the span 

Of active life, within their sphere. 

For, search the meddling world around. 
Few do their proper parts sustain ; 

How rare the instance to be found 
Of truth amongst the motley train ! 

Rev. W. B. Daniel. 
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THE TWENTY-THIRD PSALM. 

JL HE Lord my pasture shall prepare. 
And feed me with a shepherd's care ; 
His presence shall my wants supply. 
And guard me with a watchful eye ; 
My noon-day walks He shall attend. 
And all my midnight hours defend. 

When in the sultry glebe I faint. 
Or on the thirsty mountains pant ; 
To fertile vales, and dewy meads. 
My weary wandVing steps He leadp ; 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow. 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

Though in the paths of death I tread. 
With gloomy horrors overspread. 
My stedfast heart shall fear no ill. 
For thou, O Lord ! art with me still ; 
Thy friendly crook shall give me aid, * 
And guide me through the dreadful shade* 

Though in a bare and rugged way. 
Through devious lonely wilds I stray. 
Thy bounty shall my pains beguile ; 
The barren wilderness shall smile. 
With sudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
A^d streams shall murmur all around. 

Addison* 
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A FAREWELL TO THE VANITIES OF 

THE WORLD. 

Far B WELL, ye gilded follies^ pleasing troubles; 

Farewell^ ye honour'd rags^ ye glorious bubbles ; 

Fame's but a hollow echo, gold pure clay ; 

Honour the darling but of one short day ; 

Beauty, the eye's idol, but a damask skin ; 

State but a golden prison to live in. 

And torture free-born minds : embroidered trains 

Merely but pageants for proud swelling veins ! 

And blood ally*d to greatness, is alone 

Inherited, not purchas'd, nor our own. 

Fame, honour, beauty, state, train, blood and birth, 
Are but the fading blossoms of the earth. 



I would be great, but that the sun doth still 
Level his rays against the rising hill : 
I would be high, but see the proudest oak 
Most subject to the rending thunder-stroke : 
I would be rich, but see men too unkind. 
Dig in the bowels of the richest mind : 
I would be wise, but that I often see 
The fox suspected, whilst the ass goes free : 
I would be fair, but see the fair and proud. 
Like the bright sun, oft setting in a cloud : 
I would be poor, but know the humble grass 
Still trampled on by each unworthy ass : 
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Kich hated: wise suspected: scorn'd if poor: 
Great fear'd : fair tempted : high still envy'd more : 

I have wish'd all ; but now I wish for neither ; 

Greats high^ rich^ wise oor fair; poor I'll be rather. 



Would the world now adopt me for her heir^ 
Would beauty's queen entitle me "The Fair,** 
Fame speak me Fortune's minion, could I vie 
Angels with India ; with a speaking eye 
Command bare heads^ bo w'd knees, strikeJustice dumbj 
As well as blind and lame^ or give a tongue 
To stones by epitaphs : be call'd Great Master 
In the loose rhymes of ev'ry poetaster : 
Could I be more than any man that lives. 
Great, fair, rich, wise, all in superlatives : 
Yet I more freely would those gifts resign. 
Than ever fortune would have made them mine. 
And hold one minute of this holy leisure 
Beyond the riches of this empty pleasure. 



Welcome, pure thoughts, welcome, ye silent groves. 
These guests, these courts, my soul most dearly loves: 
Now the wing'd people of the sky shall sing 
My cheerful anthems to the gladsome spring : 
A prayer-book now shall be my looking-glass. 
In which L will adore sweet virtue's face : 
Here dwell no hateful looks, no palace cares. 
No broken vows dwell here, nor pale-fac'd fears : 
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Then here 111 sit^ and sigh my hot love's folly. 
And learn t' aflfect an holy melancholy ; 
And if Contentment be a stranger then, 
111 ne*er look for it hot in Heaven again. 

Sir H. Wotton. 



ON THE DEATH OF MISS LENNOX. 

So blooms the rose, when vernal gales 
Their soft enlivening influence shed : 

So when a noxious blast prevaib. 
It droops and all its beauties fade. 

Ah! short-Iiv'd flower, ah! hapless fair! 

Alike your charms, alike their date ! 
Flow, flow, my tears, on Harriet's bier. 

Sweet victim of an early fate. 

Say, shall th' impassioned bosom grieve 
At angry heav'ns too partial doom. 

That blasted all our hopes, and gave 
Thy spring of beauty to the tomb f 

: Or shall we, with faith's steady eye. 

View thee thy kindred angels join; 
An inmate of thy native sky. 

Whilst heav'n's eternal year is thine ? 

jiddi$on*$ Anecdotes. 
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TO THE NOBILITY, GENTRY, &c. 

THE HUMBLE PETITION OF WANT AND MISERY. 

?T HiLB thro' the waste of frost and snow, 
ShivVing and starving now we go, 

O cast a tender eye ! 
For this good end your wealth was giv'n ; 
You are the delegates of Heav'n, 

To stop the heart-felt sigh ! 

While cloth'd m far you stand ebtte. 
You cannot fee! our wretched state. 

You cannot form our woe ; 
Yet must each sympathetic breast. 
When once it hears how we're distress'd. 

And how forlorn we go. 

When cold and hunger both prevail. 
And both with equal force assail 

To wound a mortal frame. 
Bring to each mind a horrid view, 
A scene as horrid as 'tis true. 

And almost wants a name. 

The parent hears his offspring cry. 
The children watch the parent's eye. 

And catch the falling tear ; 
They echo back each dismal groan, 
' Till soon one universal moan 

And sorrow rends the air. 
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Tho' worthless objects may be found. 
Who justly feel the piercing wound. 

Yet be their faults their own ; 
Leave them to Heav'n, while you dispense 
Those blessings youVe received from thence. 

And gain th' immortal crown. 

How many pray'rs you'll then obtain ! 
How many blessings not in Tain, 

Unworthily bestowed ! 
From morn to night, from night to day. 
Poor Want and Misery will pray. 

To bless the great and good. 

AddisonU Anecdotes. 



IMPROMPTU 

TO MR. HENRY SNART5 WRITING-MASTER, 

NEWARK. 



^Three beauties once so dimmM young Paris' eyes. 
He hardly knew which best deserv'd the prize ; 
But had the apple been a golden pen. 
And you had wrote against a world of men. 
He'd giv'n the honour where 'twas justly due. 
And cry'd, oli! Snart, this pen belongs to you. 

George Downing, Comedian* 
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TRUE RICHES, 

1. AM not concerned to know 
What to-morrow's fate will do : 
'Tis enough that I can say 
Vve possessed myself to-day: 
Then if haply midnight death 
Seize my flesh and stop my breathy 
Yet to-morrow I shall be 
Heir to the best part of me. 

Glitt'ring stones and golden things^ 
Wealth and honours that have wings. 
Ever fluttering to be gone, 
I could never call my own : 
Riches that the world bestows. 
She can take, and I can lose ; 
But the treasures that are mine. 
Lie afar beyond her line : 
When I view my spacious soul. 
And survey myself a whole. 
And enjoy myself alone, 
I*m a kingdom of my own. 

I've a mighty part within 
That the world hath never seen. 
Rich as Eden's happy ground. 
And with choicest plenty crown'd. 
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Here, oa all the shining boughs^ 
Knowledge fair and usefdl grows ; 
On the same young flow'ry tree. 
All the seasons you^maj see ; 
Notions in the bloom of light. 
Just disclosing to the sight; 
Here aie thoughts of larger growth, 
Kip'ning into solid truth : 
Fruits refined of noble taste; 
Seraphs feed on such repast. 
Here, in green and shady grove. 
Streams of pleasure mix with love : 
There, beneath the smiling skies. 
Hills of contemplation rise : 
Now, upon some shining top. 
Angels light, and call me up ; 
I rejoice to raise my feet. 
Both rejoice when there we meet. 

There are endless beauties more 
Earth hath no resemblance for ; 
Nothing like them round the pole. 
Nothing can describe the soul ; 
' Tis a region half unknown. 
That has treasures of its own. 
More remote from public view 
Than the bowels of Peru ; 
Broader 'tis and brighter far 
Than the golden Indies are : 
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Ships that trace the wafry stage> 
Cannot coast it in an age ; 
Harts nor horses^ strong and fleets 
Had they wings to help their feet. 
Could not run it half way o'er 
In ten thousand days and more. 



Yet the silly wandVing mind^ 
Loth to be too much confin'd^ 
Roves and takes her daily tours> 
Coasting round the narrow shores^ 
Narrow shores, of flesh and sense. 
Picking shells and pebbles thence ; 
Or she sits at fancy's door. 
Calling shapes and shadows to her,. 
Foreign visits still receiving. 
And t' herself a stranger living. 
Never,^ never would she buy 
Indian dust^ or Tyrian dye> 
Never trade abroad for more> 
If she saw her native store. 
If her inward worth were kaown^ 



She might ever live alone. 



Watts. 
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SONG. 



It HBN the shades of night pursuing^ 

O'er the ruffled billows creep. 
The sailor oft the gloom reviewing. 

Cheerless wanders o'er the deep* 
Haply then in splendour rolling. 

From the realms of parted day. 
The cloudless moon his peace restoring. 

Mounts and guides him on his way. 



Julia, thus, when hope retreating. 

Yields to care my tortur'd breast ; 
When my heart with anguish beating. 

Sinks with cold despair oppressed ; 
One soft smile thy lips disclosing. 

Bids the wild emotions cease ; 
One kind glance my breast composing. 

Stills my hearty and all is peace. 

MontMy Magazine. 
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ODE, 



Jc ERREUM credis mihi pectus ? Ah si 
Semper obducto riguisset acre ! 
Turn nee exactse mea mens doloret 

Gaudia vit£e. 

Me nee aversum quereretur amens 
Nymphaquas sese viduata deflet, 
Meque mordaci.nimium fidelem 

Voce lacessit. 

Ipsa testetur vaga luna nostnim> 
Dum jubar purum per inane nsanat^ 
Vana luserunl quoties amoris 

Somnia mentem* 



Ilia dum caeio tacito niteret^ 
Audiit nostraEi gemitum qnereloe f 
Ssepe non ficta; fait ilia flaounae 

Conscia nostras. 

Priscus et jamjam calor ille vivit ; 
Saepe desertam recolo Camillam, 
Et mihi maestoe facies paellas 

Sa^pe recarsat. 



so* 

Perge me diris onerare verbis, 
£t licet lingua male provocaris 
Me tuse nunquam memioisse fonnae. 

Chara pigebit. 



TRANSLATION 

OP THE FOREGOING 0I>£. 

Avi> dost thou think my heart is hard i 
In solid brass^ oh ! were it bound. 

Then should I look, with light regard. 
On life's short joys, all fleeting sound ! 

Then should no fond complaining maid, 
(The pangs of absence doomed to prove) 

My ever-faithful breast upbraid 
With all her woes of slighted love ! 

How oft has wand nag LunaV beam. 
Slow stealing o'er the cloudless sky. 

Beheld bright Love's delusive dream 
Wanton before my mental eye ! 

How oft, the silent heav'ns along. 

What time in radiant pomp she shone. 

To her I pour'd my plaintive song. 
And made my faithful passion known. 
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Still, still my wonted warmth remains^ 

Camilla^ still remains for thee ; 
Fancy thy long*lost form retains^ 

Thy sorrowing looks methink I see ! 

r 

With deiep rq>roach my soul invade^ 

And though thy harsh words wound my ear^ 

Ne'er shall it grieve me^ gentle maid^ 
That mem'ry held thy beauties dear ! 

County Magazine, 



TO SOLITUDE. 

jFar from Ambition's selfish train, 

Wliere Av'rioe rules the busy day. 
And patient Folly '^ hugs his chain/ 
Enslav'd by Custom's ruthless sway. 
Lead me> calm spirit ! to some still retreat, 

Where silence shares with thee the blooming mead. 
Save when at distance heard, in cadence sweet. 

The village minstrel tunes his simple reed. 
There, free from cares, from jarring passions free. 
Oft may I strike the lyre, sweet Solitude ! to thee. 

When orient morn, in blushing pride^ 
Profusely sheds the glist'ning dew. 

Oft let me climb the mountain's side. 
And raptur'd mark the vary'd view^ 

91 
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Wheo Noon directs on earth bis parching ray^ 
Then let me find the cool, the peaceful shade^ 

Form*d by embow'ring oaks, in firm array. 

O'er some small stream that rustles thro' the glade. 

Thither let Fancy lead her magic band. 

And o'er my senses wave her soul-entrancing wand. 

But when at eve the curfew's knell 

Winds slowly thro' the dusky grove^ 
Pensive I'll seek the rural cell. 

Or midst the gloom in silence rove ; 
And when from village spire the solemn toll 

Yields its sad tribute to the breathless clay. 
As calm reflection steals upon my soul. 

The tear unmark'd shall take its silent way; 
And mournful, oft I'll cull the vi'Iet's bloom. 
Heave the sad sigh, and dress the clay-clad touirb. 

- ft 

When Midnight spreads her blackest robe. 

And shrouds in sullen mists the sky ; 

When terror rules the silent globe. 

And phantoms mock the fearful eye ; 

Parent of all ! whose voice the win<ls obey. 

The raving ocean, and the black'ning storm. 

Yet .stoop'st to guide the sparrow on its way. 

And shed'st thy mercy on the struggling worm ! 

To thee, great God ! to thee my voice I'll raise; 

Trembling I'll strike the lyre, and hymn thy boundless 

praise. 

County Magazine. 
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TO A LADY 

WHO LOVED DANCING. 

!BxAY I presume in humble Iays> 
My dancing fair^ thy steps to praise — 
While this grand maxim I advance^ 
That all the world is but a dance i 
That human kind^ both man and woman^ 
Do dance, is evident and common. 
David himself, that god-like king, 
We know could dance, as well as sing. 
Polks who at court would keep their ground. 
Must dance the year attendance round. 
Whole nations dance, gay frisky France 
Has led the nation many a dance : 
And some believe both France and Spaia 
Resolve to take us out again. 

All nature is ode ball, we find. 
The water dances to the wind ; 
The sea itself, at night and noon. 
Rises and e^pers to the moon ; , ^ 
The moon around the earth does tread 
A Cheshire round in buxom red ; 
The earth and planets round the sun f^ 

All dance ; nor will their dance be done 
Till Nature in one mass is blended. 
Then we may say, the ball is ended. 

Burnet, 
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THE MOURNER. 

Come smilest come gay attire^ and bide 
The anguisli rankliDg in my breast ! 

I'll lay my sable garb aside^ 
And seem to cold enquirers blest — 

Yes^ I will happy triflers join^ 
As when grief's dart beside me flew^ 

And love and all its joys were mine^ 
And sorrow but by name I knew ; 

Ere death had seal'd tlie cruel dooro^ 

Which caird my Henry to the tomb.^ — 

Hard was the stroke! — ^but oh^ I hate 
The sacred pomp of grief to shew> 

Thron'd in my breast^ in secret state 
Shall live the rev'rend form of woe ! 

For observation would degrade 

The homage to her empire paid. 

I hate the tear which pity gives^ 
Fm jealous of her curious eye — 

The only balm my heart receives^ 
Is from my own unheeded sigh. 

When veil'd in night, to sleep a foe, 

I bend before the throAe of woe. — 



309 

A face of smiles^ a heart of tears ! 

So^ in the church-yard, realm of death. 
The turf increasing verdure wears. 

While all is pale and dead beneath. 

jimcKa. 



MORAL REFLECTIONS 
IVrUten in the Autunuu 

In fading grandeur, lo ! the trees 
Their tami$h*d honours shed. 

While ev'ry lea&<K>mpeIling breeze 
Lays their pale verdure dead. 

Ere long the genial bi^ath of spring 
Shall all their charms renew ; 

And flow'r and fruit, and foliage bring. 
All pleasing to the view. 

Thus round and r^und the seasons roll. 
In one^rmonious course ; 

And pour conviction on the soul 
With unremitting force* 

Not such is man's appointed fate. 
One spring alone he knows ; 

One summer, one autumnal state. 
One winter's dead repose. 
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Yet not the icy hand of death 

Shall e*er his powers destroy ; 
But he shall draw immortal breathy 

In endless pain or joy. 

< 
Important thought ^--O mortal^ hear 

On what thy peace depends : 
The voice of Truth invites thine ear. 

And this the voice she sends : 

" When virtue glows with youthful charms. 

How bright the vernal skies ! 
When virtue like the summer warms. 

What golden harvests rise ! 

*' When vices spring without controul. 

What bitter fruits appear ! 
A wintry darkness marks the soul. 

And horrors close the year. 

'' Let youth to virtue's shrine repair. 

And men their tribute bring ; 
Old age shall lose its load of care. 

And death shall lose its sting. 

'' Borne upwards on seraphic wing. 

Their happy qouIs shall soar. 
And there enjoy eternal spring. 

Nor fear a winter more.'' 

Miss Carter, 
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THE EVER-GREEN, 



W^HEN tepid breezes fann'd the air. 
And violets perfum'd the glade^ 

Peosive and grave my charming fair 
Beneath yon shady lime was laid. 

Flourish, said I^ those favour*d bough8> 
And ever sooth the purest flames ! 

Witness to none but faithful vows ! 
Wounded by none but faithful names ! 

Yield ev'ry tree that crowns the grove 
To this which pleasM my wand'ring dear ! 

Range where you will, ye bands of love. 
Ye still shall seem to revel here. '^• 

Lavinia smil'd — ^and* whilst her arm 
Her fair reclining head sustained, 

Betray'd she felt some fresh alarm,; 
And thus the meaning smile explained : 

« 

'' When summer suns shine forth no more. 
Will thto this lime its shelter yield f 

Protect us when the tempests roar, 
And winter drives us from the field i 
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^ Yet faithful then the fir shall last— 
I smile^'' she cry'd, ** but ah ! I tremble. 

To tliink when my fair season's past. 

Which Damon then will most resemble." 



THE ANSWER. 



Too tim'rous maid, can time or chance 
A pure ingenuous flame eontroul i 

O lay aside that tender glance. 
That melts my frame, that kills my aoul. 

Were hut thy outward charms admtr d. 

Frail origin of female sway ! 
My flame, like other flames inspr'd. 

Might then like other flames decay : 

But whilst thy mind shall seem thus fair. 
Thy soul's unfading charms be seen. 

Thou may'st resign that shape and air. 
Yet find thy swain — an ever-green. 



SIS 



THE PLAY-THING CHANGED. 



K.ittt's chttrming Toice and faoe^ 
SyrenJike, first caught my fancy ^ 

Wit and humour next take place^ 
And now I doat on ^rightly Nancy* 

Kitty times her pipe in vam^ 

With airs most languishing and dying; 
Calls me false, ungrateful swain^ 

And tries in ¥ain to shoot me flying. 

Nancy, with resistless art. 
Always humorous, gay, and witty^ 

Has taik'd herself into my heart. 
And quite excluded tuneful Kitty. 

Ah, Kitty ! Love, a wtfnton boy. 

Now pleas*d with song, and now with prattle. 
Still longing for the newest toy. 

Has chang'd his whistle for a rattle^ 
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CYNTHIA- 

. AN ELSGLAC POEM. 

Beneath aa aged oak's embowering shade^ 
Whose spreading arms with grey moss 6mgeA were. 

Around whose trunk tlie clasping ivy stray'd^ 
A love-lorn youth oft pensive would repair. 

Fast by, a Naiad taught her stream to glide. 
Which through the dale a silent channel wore ; 

The silver willow deck'd its verdant side. 
The whispering sedges wav'd along the shore. 

Here oft, when mom peep'd o*er the dusky hill ; 

Here oft, when eve bedew'd the misty vale ; 
Careless he laid him all beside the rill. 

And pour*d in strains like these his artless tale : 

Ah ! would he say-y-and then a sigh wrould heave : 
Ah, Cynthia ! sweeter than the breath of mom. 

Soft as the gentle breath that fans at eve. 
Of thee bereft, how shall I live forlorn ? 

Ah ! what avails this sweetly solemn bow*r. 
That silent stream where dimpling eddies play ; 

Yon thymy bank bedeck*d with many a flowV, 
Where maple tufts exclude the beam of day i 
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Robb'd of jtny love^ for how can these delight^ \ 
Ttioo^ lavish Spring her smile around has cast ? 

Despair^ alas! that whelms the soul in nighty 
Dims the sad eye^ «nd deadens ev'ry taste. 

As droops the lily at the blighting gale ; 

Or crimson-spotted cowslip of the mead^ 
Whose tender stalk (alas! their stalk so friul) 

Some hasty foot hath bniis'd with heedless tiead : 

As droops the woodbine^ when some ViBage hind 
Hath felPd the sapling elm it fondly bound ; 

No moi*e it gadding dances in the wind^ 
But trails its fading beauties on the ground : 

So droops my soul^ dear maid> downcast and sadj 
For ever 1 ah ! for ever torn from thee ; 

Bereft of each sweet hope, which once it had. 

When love, when treachVous love, first smiFd on me. 

Return blest days; return ye laughing hours. 
Which led me up the roseate steep of youth ; * 

Which strew'd my simple path with vernal flow'rs. 
And bade me court chaste science and fair truth. 

Ye know, the curling breeze, or gilded fly 
That idly wantons in the noon-tide air. 

Was not so free, was not so gay as I, 
For ah ! I knew not then or love, or care» 
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Witness ye winged daugbters of the year. 
If eex a sigh had learnt to heave my breast ! 

If e*er my cheek was caascious of a tear^ 
Till Cynthia came and robb*d my soul g£ rest. 

X) have you seen^ bath'd in the mornkig dew^ 
The budding rose its infant bloom display ; 

When first its virgin tints unfold to view^ 
It shrinks^ and scarcely trusts the blaze of day. 

So soft, so delicate^ so sweet she came> 

Youth's damask glow just dawning on her ched^; 

I gaz'd, I sigh'd> I caught the tender fiame. 

Felt the fond pang, and droop'd with passion, weak. 

Yet not unpitied was my pain the while ; 

For oft beside yon sweet-briar in the dale. 
With many a blush, with many a melting smile. 

She sat and listen d to the plaintive tale« 

Ah me 1 I fondly dreamt of pleasures rare. 

Nor deem'd so sweet a face with scorn could glow; 

How could you cruel then pronounce despair. 
Chill the warm hope, and plant the thorn of woe. 

What though no treasures canker in my chest. 
Nor crowds of suppliant -vassals hail me lord ! 

What though my roof can boast no princely, guest, 
No surfeits lurk beneath n^y frugal board ! 
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Yet should Content^ that shuns the gilded bed^. 

With smiling Peace, and Virtue, there^forgot. 
With rose-lip'd Health,which haunts the straw-built shed, . 

With cherub Joy, frequent my little cot : 

Led by chaste Love,, the decent band should come, 
O, charmer, woulds't thou deign my. roof to share ? 

Nor should tbe muses scorn our simple dome. 
Or knit in mystic dance the Graces fair. 

The wood-land nymphs, and gentle fays, at- eve- 
Forth from the dripping cave and mossy dell,. 

Should round our hearth fantastic measures- weave,. 
And shield from mischief by their guardian spelK 

Come then, bright maid, and quit the city throng !: 
Have rural joys no charms to win the soul ? 

— ^She proud, alas ! derides my lowly song. 

Scorns the fond vow, and spurns the russet stole. 

Then, love, begone ! thy thriftless empire yield. 
In youthful toils I'll lose th' unmanly pain : 

With echoing horns FU rouse the jocund field. 
Urge the keen chase, and sweep along the plain. 

Or all in scmae lone moss-grown towV sublime, 

With midnight lamp FU watch pale Cynthia round. 

Explore the choicest rolls of aticient time. 
And heal with wisdom's balm my hapless wound. 
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Or else^ Fll roam — ^Ab no ! that sigh profound 
Tells me that sudden love disdains to yield : 

Nor flighty nor wisdom's balm^ can heal the wound. 
Hot pain forsake me in the jocund field. 

T.P. 



SONG. 



_ ft 

O Nanny ! wilt thou go with me> 

Nor sigh to leave the flaunting town f 
Can silent gl^s have charms for thee^ 

•The lowly cot, aad russet gown ? , 
No longer dress*d in silken sheen. 

No longer decked with jewels rare. 
Say, canst thou quit each courtly scene. 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair ? 

O Nanny 1 when thouVt far away. 

Wilt thou not cast a wish behind f 
Say, canst thou face thfi parching ray. 

Nor shrink before the wintry wind ? 
O, can that soft and gentle mien, 

Extreriies of hardships learn to bear ? 
Nor sad regret each courtly scene. 

When thou wert fairest of the fair ? 



319 

O Natiuy ! canst Uk>u love so true^ 

Through perils keen with me to go ^ 
Or^ when thy swain misliap shall rue. 

To share with him the pang of woe i 
Say, should disease or pain befal. 

Wilt thou assume the nurse's care i 
Nor wistful those gay scenes recall. 

Where thpu wert fairest of the fair i 
• 
And when at last thy love shall die, 

Wilt'thou receive his parting breath ? 
Wilttiiou repress each struggling sigh. 

And cheer with smiles the bed of death I 
And wilt thou o*er his breathless clay 

Strew ilow'rs, nor drop the tender tear I 
Nor then regret those scenes so gay. 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair i 



A PARODY 

or THB FOREOOINO SONG. 

O ! wilt thou gang with me. 

Nor sigh to qwt fair Southwell town i 
Can Norton wo\>d have charms for thee> 

Carlton's rich fields, and fallows brown \ 
No longer clogg'd with stubborn clay. 

No longer vex'd with pointers wild. 
Say, canst thou quit the parks and play. 

Where thou each female heart beguil'd? 



^ 
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O ! when thou'rt far airay,. 

Wilt thou not cast a look behind i 
SsLjj canst thou fiice a wintry day,. 

Unlike September s softer wind ? 
Wilt thou attend to friendship's call^ 

When sweet, delusive pleasures smile? 
Nor wistful those past scenes recall^ 

Wkere thou wilt long all hearts -beguilef 

O ! canst thou walk so stout 

Through covers strong, and miry plains i 
Or, when thy friend shall miss a shoe. 

Upbraid him with no taunting stmins ? 
Say, should his faithless flint miss fire, 

Wik thou another lend awhile ? 
Nor fretfuMet one wish > transpire 

Of scenes where thou writ still bogulk i 

And when at last the sport is oer. 

Wilt thou still grace his humble board ? 
Wilt thou of Southwell talk no more. 

Of Barrow's sense, and wit — ador'd ? 
And wilt thou then, with spirits gay. 

Gild the swift moments with a smile i 
Nor then regret the parks and play. 

Where thou wilt long all hearts beguile ? 

as. 
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ODE TO INDOLENCE. 



Ah ! why for ever on the wing 
Persists my weary 'd soul to roam ? 

Why, ever cheated, strives to bring 
Or pleasure or contentment home ? 

Thus the poor bird, that draws his name' 
From Paradise's honoured groves. 

Ceaseless fatigues his little frame. 
Nor finds the resting place he loves. 

Lo ! on the rural mossy bed 

My limbs with careless ease reclin'd ; 
Ah, gentle Sloth ! indulgent spread 

The same soft bandage o'er my mind. 

For why should lingering thought invade. 
Yet ev'ry worldly prospect cloy ? 

Lend me, soft Sloth, thy friendly aid. 
And give me peace, debarred of joy. 

Lov'st thou yon calm and silent flood. 
That never ebbs, that never flows ; 

Protected by the circling wood 

From each tempestuous wind that blows f 



no 
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An altar on its banks shall rise^ 

Where oft thy vot'ry shall be found ; 

What time pale Autumn hills the skies> 
And sick'ning verdure fades around. 

Ye busy race^ye factious train^ 

That haunt Ambition's guiky shrine ^ 

No more perplex the world in vain^ 
But offer here your vows with mine.. 

And thou^ puissant queen ! be kind: 
If e'er I sbar'd thy balmy pow'r ^ 

If e'er I sway'd my active mind^ 
To weave for thee the rural bow'r ;. 

Dissolve in sleep each anxious care f 

Each unavailing sigh remove ;. 
And only let me wake to share 

The sweets of friendship and of love. 

Shenstom. 



EPIGRAM 

ON TWO CHARACTERS OF THE SAME NAME* 

To rob the public two contractors come. 

One cheats in corn, the other cheats in rum ; 

Which is the greater, if you can explain, ,. 

A rogue in spirit, or a rogue in grain? 

Nescio* 
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THE STORM, 



"W^iTH gallant pomp^ and beauteous pride. 
The floating pile in harbour rode. 

Proud of her freight, the swelling tide 

Reluctant left the vessel's side. 
And raised it as she flow'd. 

The waves, with eastern breezes curl'd. 

Had silver'd half the liquid plain ; 
The anchors weighed, the sails unfurl'd. 
Serenely mov'd the wooden world. 
And stretch'd along the main. 

The scaly natives of the deep 

Press to admire the vast machine. 
In sportive gambols round it leap. 
Or, swimming low, due distance keep. 
In homage to their queen. 

Thus, as life glides in gentle gale. 

Pretended friendship waits on pow*r. 
But early quits the borrowM veil 
When advei-se fortune shifts the sail^ 
And hastens to devour. 
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In vain we fly approaching ill. 

Danger can multiply its form ; 
£xpos*d^ we fly like Jonas stilly 
And heaven^ when 'tis heaven's will. 

Overtakes us in a storm. 

The distant surges' foamy white 

Foretel the furious hiast ; 
Dreadful^ tliough distant was the sight. 
Confederate winds and waves unite. 

And menace every mast. 

Winds whistling through the shrouds, proclaim 

A fatal harvest on the deck ; 
Quick in pursuit as active flame. 
Too soon the rolling ruin came. 

And ratify ^d the wreck.. 

Thus, Adam smird with new-born grace. 
Lifers flame inspir'd by heav'nly birth : 

Thus the i^me breath sweeps off his race. 

Disorders NatureV beauteous face. 
And spreads disease and death. 

Stripped of her pride the vessel rolls. 

And as by sympathy she knew 
The secret angnish of our souls. 
With inward deeper grmins condoles 

The danger of her crew. 



i 
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Now what avails it to be brave> 

On liquid precipices hung ? 
Suspended on a breaking wave. 
Beneath us yawn'd a sea*-green giave^ 

And silenc'd every tongue. 

The faithless flood forsook her keel, 

And downward launched the laboring hufl, 

Stunn'd, she forgot awhile to reel. 

And felt almost, or seem'd to feel, 
A momentary lull. 

Thus in the jaws of deatk we lay. 

Nor light, nor comfort found us there. 

Lost in the gulph and floods of spray. 

No sun to cheer us, nor a ray 
Of hope, but all despair. 

The nearer shore, the more despair. 
While certain ruin waits on land 5 

Should we pursue our wishes there. 

Soon we recant the fatal prayV, 
And strive to shun the strands 

At length, the Being whose behest 

Reduc'd this cha^s into form. 
His goodness and His pow'r express'd. 
He spoke — and, as a God, suppressed 

Our troubles, and the storm. 

Dodsley* 
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A LETTER FROM CAMBRIDGE ^ 

TO A YOUNG GENTLEMAN AT ETON SCHOOL. 

Though plagu'd with algebraic lectures^ 

And astroDomical conjectures^ 

Wean'd from the sweets of poetry 

To scraps of dry philosophy^ 

You see, dear Sir, I've found a time 

T ' express my thoughts to you in rhyme. 

For why, my friend, shou'd distant parts. 

Or times, disjoin united hearts. 

Since though by intervening space 

Deprived of speaking fface to face. 

By faithful emissary letter 

We may converse as well, or better ? 

And not to stretch a narrow fancy. 

To shew what pi^tty things I can say, J 

(As some will strain at simile. 

First work it fine, and then apply ; • " - 

Tag Butler's rhymes to Prior's thoughts, - * 

And choose to mimic all their faults. 

By head and shoulders bring in a stick. 

To shew their knack at hudibrastic,) 

I'll tell you as a friend, Snd crony. 

How here I spend my time, and money ; 

For time, and money, go together * 

As sure as weathercodt, and weather | 



&. 
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And thrifty guardians all allow 
This grave reflection to be true. 
That whilst we pay so dear for learning 
Those weighty truths we've no concern in^ 
The spark who squanders time away 
In vain pursuits, and fruitless play. 
Not only proves an axrant blockhead. 
But, what's much worse, is out of pocket. 
Whether my conduct bad, or good is. 
Judge from the nature of my studies. 

No more majestic Virgil's heights^ 
Nor towering Milton's loftier flights. 
Nor xjourtly Elaccus's rebukes. 
Who banters vice with friendly jokes. 
Nor Congreve's life, nor Cowley's fire. 
Nor all the beauties that conspii^e 
To place the greenest bays upon 
Th' immortal brow of Addison 4 
Prior's inimitable ease. 
Nor Pope*s harmonious numbers please ; 
Homer, indeed (for critics shew it) 
Was both philosopher and poet. 
But tedious philosophic chapters. 
Quite stifle my poetic raptures. 
And I to Phoebus bade adieu 
When first I took my leave of you. 
Now algebra, geometry. 
Arithmetic, astronomy. 
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Optics, chronology, and statics, 
AW tiresome parts of mathematics ; 
With twenty harder names than these. 
Disturb my brain, and break my peace. 
All seeming inconsistencies 
Are nicely solv'd by a's and b's ; 
Our eye-sight is disproved by prisms. 
Our arguments by syllogisms. 
If I should confidently write 
This ink is black, this paper white. 
Or, to express myself yet fuller. 
Should say that black, or white's a colour ; 
They'd contradict it, and perplex one 
With motion, rays, and their reflexion. 
And solve th* apparent falshood by 
The, curious texture of the eye. 
Should I the poker want, and take it, 
When't looks as hot as fire can make it. 
And burn my finger, and my coat. 
They'd flatly tell me, 'tis not hot ; 
TJie fire, say they, has in't, 'tis true. 
The pow*r of causing heat in you ; 
But no more heat'^ in fire that heats y6u. 
Than there is pain in stick that beats you. 

Thus too philosophers expound 
The names of odour, taste, and sound ; 
The salts and juices of all meat 
Aflect the tongues of them that eat. 
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Aad by some secret poignant powV 

Give them the taste of sweety and sour. 

Carnations^ violets^ and roses. 

Cause a sensation in our noses ; 

But then there's none of us can tell 

The things themselves have taste or smell. 

So when melodious Mason sings, 

Or Gethring tunes the trembling strings. 

Or when the trumpet^s brisk alarms 

Call forth the cheerful youth to arms, 

Convey'd through undulating air 

The music's only in the ear. 

. We're told how planets roll on high. 
How large their orbits, and how nigh ! 
I hope in little time to know 
Whether the moon's a cheese, or no ; 
Whether the man in't, as some tell ye. 
With beef and carrots fills his belly ; 
Why like a lunatic confin'd 
He lives at distance from mankind ; 
When he, at one good hearty shake. 
Might whirl the {)rison off his back ; 
Or, like a maggot in a nut, 
.Full bravely eat his passage out. 
Who knows what vast discoveries 
From such inquiries might arise ? 
But feuds and tumults in the nation. 
Disturb such curious speculation. 
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Cambridge^ firom furious broils of state. 
Foresees her near-approacbing fete ; 
Her surest patroos are removed. 
And her triumphaot foes approved. 

No more ! this due to friendship take. 
Not idly writ for writing's sake ; 
No longer question my respect. 
Nor call this short delay neglect 4 • 
At least excuse it, when you see 
This pledge of my sincerity^ 
For one who rhymes to make you easy^ 
And his invention strains to please ye. 
To shew his friendship cracks his brains. 
Sure is a mad-man if he feigni. 

Dr. Littleton. 



EPIGRAM 

ON THE DUTCHESS OF DEVON^HIRB, 

In conseqtience of her Grace* $ canvass iu support of- 

Mr. Fox. 

Array*d in matchless beauty, Devon's fair. 
In Fox's favour takes a zealous part : 

But, oh ! where'er the pilferer comes, beware ! 
She supplicates a vote, and steals a heart. 

A Newspaper. 
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FROM A YOUNG LADY TO HER 

LOVER, 

WJHO WAS GOING TO SEA. 

Jr AREWELL ! dear Swain, let neither seas nor wind 
Swell like the eyes and hearts you leave behind ; 
Let no bold billow yenture to arise 
With fond desire, to- gaze upon those- eyes ; 
Lest winds and waves, enamour'd of thy form. 
Should rise, and eroud themselves into a storm. 



HIS ANSWER* 



JMly dearest Celia! further griefs forbear. 
Nor let my safety be too much thy care ; 
Nor roaring' winds I fear, nor raging seas ; 
For when an Angel prays, the storm must cease. 
But yet, a ruin threatens still my heart ; 
You cannot save me — for 'tis death to part. 

The Honeyiuckle. 
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THE CHOICE OF A BACHELOR'S WIFE. 

^v HEN I am to chuse a woman. 
As who knows but I may marry i 

I will trust the eye of no man^ 
>^or a tongue that may miscarry: 

For 'tis in love and fame confess'd. 

Each man can tell his story best. 

First, to make m}' choice the bolder, 
I would have her child to such. 

Whose free virtuous lives are older 
Than antiquity can touch : 

For it is seldom seen that blood 

A beauty gives both great and good. 

Yet an ancient stock may bring 
Branches, I confess, of worth : 

Like rich mountains shadowing 
Those descents that brought them forth) 

Yet, though such hilis may gilded show. 

They soonest feel an age of snow. 

Therefore, to prevent §uch care. 

That repentance soon may bring ; 
. Like merchants I would chuse my were, 
Uusefully good, not glittering : 

For he that weds for state or face. 

But buys a horse to lose a race* 



335 

Yet I would have her fair as any. 
But not give her charuis away ; 

I would have her free to many. 
Look on all with equal day ; 

But, when descending to the sea. 

Still let her set wilh none but me. 



If of proud majestic mien. 
Such as they fine women call. 

In whatsoever place she's seen 
She will courted be by all; 

But let her heart with such pride glow. 

That still to all she answers no. 



Yet I would not have her lose 
So much breeding, as to fling 

Unbecoming scorn on those 
That roust worship ev'ry thing ; 

To give loose glances if she fear. 

The loosest man will chaste appear. 

Let her be by nature wise. 

But not learned grown by arts; 

In the one a pleasure lies, 

Th' other self-conceit imparts : 

Good sense will make a wife more civil ; 

But critic learning — ^a mere devil. 
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Nor a fam'd, reputed wit. 

Shall she 'moDg the witlings be ; 

Such most foiUes do commit ; 

For such like too light ships we see^ 

Which with small ballast and great sail 

Are soonest apt to turn up taiL 

Nor she shall not, while she's woo'd. 
Blush for ill thoughts that are past ;. 

But so innocently good 
That her dreams were ever chaste ;. 

For the maid who dreams a sin 

Has betraj*d the fort within. 

While I court her^ as a maid. 
Let her shew a thousand fears ^ 

Tell, that he or he betray'd. 
After vows, and after tears ; 

Hence will she know my constant Ufe 

Rewards a meritorious wife. 



When the priest first joins our hands 
I would have her think but thus ; 

In what high and holy bands. 

Like twins, kind heaven hath planted us ; 

Then both, like Aaron's rod, together 

At once may bud, grow green, and wither. 

Gentleman's Magazine, 
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MONSIEUR MAYNARD 

AN OLD SERVANT TO LEWIS THE THIRTEENTH, 

To Cardinal Richlieu. 

Sick of a life possessed in vain, 

I soon shall wait upon the ghost 
Of our late monarch, in whose reign 

None who had merit miss*d a post. 

Then will I charm him with your name> 

Tell all the wonders you have done. 
The pow'r of France, the Spaniard's shame^ 
The rising honours of his son ! 

Grateful the royal shade will smile. 
And dwell delighted on the theme. 

Fully appeas'd, his griefs heguile. 
And drown old losses in new fame. 

But should he ask me in what sphere, 
I did your wish'd commands obey. 

Bid me my services declare — 

What would you please to have me say ? 

The Friends. 



L. 
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THE FAMILY FIRE-SmE. 



Joome's home> however homely. Wisdom says> 
And certain is the fact, tho' coarse this phrase : 
To prove it, if it needed proof at all, 
Mark what a train attends the muse's call ; 
And as she leads the ideal group along. 
Let your own feelings realize her song. 
Clear, then, the stage ; no scenVy we require. 
Save the snug circle round the parlour fire ; 
And enter, marshall'd in procession fair. 
Each happier inftuence that governs there. 
First, love, by friendship raeilow*d into bli§s. 
Lights the warm glow, and sanctifies the kiss ! 
When, fondly welcomed to th' accustom*d seat. 
In sweet complaisance wife and husband meet; 
Look mutual pleasure/mutual purpose shar6> 
Repose from labours, bur unite in care. 
Ambition! Does ambition there reside .f^ 
Yes, when the boy in manly moorf astride. 
Of headstrong prowess innocently vain. 
Canters, the jockey of his father's cane. 
While emulation, in the daughter's heart, 
Bears a more mild, though not less pow'rful part; 
With zeal to shine, her flutt'ring bosom warms. 
And in the romp the future house-wife forrtis ; 
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Or both> perchance, to graver sport incUne, 
And art and genius in their pastime join: 
This, the cramp riddle's puzzling knot invents^ 
That, rears aloft the card-built tenements. 
Think how joy animates, intense, tho' meek. 
The fading roses on their grandame's cheek ; 
When, proud the frolic progeny to survey. 
She feelsy and owns, an interest in their play : 
Adopts each wisb^ their wayward whims unfold. 
And tells at ev*ry call the storj' ten times told. 
Good-humoured dignity endears, mean while^ 
The narrative grandsire's venerable style ; 
If haply feats achieved in prime of youth. 
Or pristine anecdote, historic truth. 
Or maxims shrewd, or admonition bland, 
jyfectionate attention's ear command. 



To such society, so form'd, so blest. 
Time, thought, remembrance, all impart a zest ; 
And expectation, day by day, more bright. 
Round ev'ry prospect throws increasing light ; 
The simplest comforts act with strongest force ; 
Whate'er can give them, can improve of course. 



All this is common-place, you tell me ; true : 
What pity 'tis not common fashion too ! 
Roam as we may, plain sense at last will find 
'Tis only seeking what we left behind, 

23 
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If indiTidual good engage our hope. 
Domestic Tirtaes ^ve the largest scope : 
If plans of public eminence we trace^ 
Domestic virtues are its surest base. 

Literary Magaziue, 



ON A LADY SLEEPING. 

lir HERE my Laura is laid, beneath this old tree. 
Asleep to the whispers that die on the gale. 

Ye wood-nymphs attend, as kind guardians, and see 
That no haish intn»ion her slumbers assail. 

Swell gently thy murmur^ tliou soft rolUag stream. 
And gently, ye zephyrs, sJcim o'er the sweet piaid; 

By rustling your pinions distiurb not her dream. 
Nor rufile the bank where my Laura b JaicL . 

May her dream be of rapture^ and thro' lier tlear breast 
May pleasure quick-darting give transport divine, 

Such transports as lovers oft feel unexpress'd. 
Too poignant for language, for utterance too 4ne. 

O let me for ever, unconscious of change. 

Still sleeping or waking protect the sweet maid; 

Still range the same groves that my Latira shaff range) 
And lie on the bank where my Laiirarid liud. 

Ibii 
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ON VIRTUE, 

If there's a power above, 
' And that there is, ali Nature cries aloud 
Tbto* all her work^-he must delight in vktue^ 
And that which he delights uiniisl be happy. 

With golden light had streak'd the laxm. 

The lork had left her yoimg, 
An4 poiz'd in air with grateful lays. 
To he^v*ii breatii'd forth her hymn of praise^ 

Her rural matin «Hag ; 

When oW Acastto, virtuous sage, 
Who^e head was sHver'd o'er with age. 

Forsook his peaceful deB, 
Again ea^h fav'rite scene to view. 
Ere yet he took his last adieu. 

And bade the world farewell. 



Awhile he wander'd o'er &e plain> 
Immers'd in thought, and o'er each scene 

With p]i$asing .raptui^ hung» 
At leagtjh the solemn silence ceas'd, 
Whei^ the. warm tmnsports of his breast 

Thus trambled Cbom b\& tongue : 
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'* Sweet is the breath of rosy morn^ 
Bright are the dew-drops on the thorn^ 

The streamlets gently flow; ' ^ 
Sweetly her notes the sky-lark thrills^ 
Cool are the zephyrs from the hifl^ ^ 

And feir the Hxmet^ that Bldw ;; ' 

^^ But neither hreath of rosy morn> > 
Kor dewHlrop&gli^ning on the thpfn^ 

Nor streams that geiitly flow, ; 
Nor sweetest notes the sky-lark thrijlsj 
Nor cooling zephyrs from the hiljs^ ; 

Nor sweetest, flowei^ that blqw. 



a 
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Though all ' tihtted, cail suggest * 
One spark of raptune te the bneast; 

Unless fai^ VtrtiieV ikf • ^ ■ '» 
lUume the iniiid, then afl WitTiM ' 
Is calm, unruMed, sind Serene, ' 

And all ^thout is gay. * 



'' Unless^ ^ «park of heav'iUy fwie . 
Beam forth within the eart^Uy frame> 
And glow. within the^ait,. 
Ah! what avails .each rjaral^enei 

The 8lopingihill,.they0r4aQC gc^n^ 
Na;pieasure can impart. 
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^' In vaii>'th.e feathered songsters raise 
Their sweetest notes iii varied lays^ 

AnH animate each strain ; 
In Tain tlie zephyrs softly blo^^ 
In vain the streamlets gently ilow^ 

MeandVing through the plain. 

^' The flowers in splendid beauty gayj 
In vain their brightest charms display. 

They gladden not the eye ; ' 
All Nature wears a cheerless gloom. 
Unheeded all her beauties Uobiti, 

Unheeded' droop and die. 

*' Ye, who are lost to piirer, joys,- 
Go, sigh for ^ded fleeting toys, 

Th' illusions of an hour ; 
But still msff I at early day. 
As through tlie vale uuseen I stray. 

Feel Virtue's fpstering powe^r. 

^' Do thou, celestial maid> inspire 
A kindly glimpse of heavenly fire. 

Do thou propitious smile ^ 
A ray of thy all-cheering lights 
Shall soon dispel the clouds of night. 

And sweeten every toil." 

Literary Magazine, 
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THE CARELESS COUPLE. 



Jenny is poor/ and I am poor, > ^ ' 
Yet we will wed-^-«o say no lAor^'; ' 
And should the batrns you inetttk^n'ooill^. 
As few that marry but have some, 
No doubt but Heaip^n wUI «taftd ott^ fiiend," 
And bread, as well as cMldren send.' - 
So fares the hen in former's yai^y ' 
To live alone she find^ it hard ; 
Tve known her weary every claw 
In search of corn amongst the straw ; ^•*-' 
But when in qwMt of nicer food; * 
She clucks ammigsfe het chirping bfood*^ 
With joy IVe seen that self^same Wen, • 
That scratched for one, could scratch for ten: 
These are the thoughts that ttiake *iae Effing 
To take my girl withom a shHifttg ; ' 
And for the self-'same ci^u^^,d'yis'8<ee,' 
Jenny's resolv'd to marry met' ■ " ' 

jinonymous* 
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VERSES 
Written in Jamaica, in the Dog DaySm 

TO A FftlEND. 

O ER fertile vales, and mountains green. 
You bid my wand'rfng eye la stray ; 

And tell me each snnounding scene 
Afiords a aubject for my lay. 



<t 



Go, sing yon pure meaiid*ripg stceam. 
That thMTo' litxuciaat vatteys fpvets ; 
That now reflects the noontide beam^ 
Now hides within the. fra^ao^; gnov^, 

*' Did e'er, your boasted luitive Tweed 
In such romantic windings play i 

Or foui^d he ^ er»». bit a. meadj 
Thro* which to sport Jl^is wanDot way? 

* • » 

'^ Bleak, bare,4Mid>arEeay Ch^vii^t Wrs^; 

Chill is the wind^ and keen the, ^ty 
But these more la£(y hiils of ours. 

Eternal vegetation hoaat." 

ft 

My eye, 'tis true, this moment views 
The richest scenes e'er poet sung ; 

Yet unpropitious is the muse. 

My heart unfir'd, my harp unstning. 
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Say, what avails the acented grove i 
Or what the verdure of the vale i 

Amidst their beauties can we rove i 
Or can we half thdr sweets inhale f 

Or, what avails the mountain's pride, 
That thus attiaetft the lengiiig eye f 

We cannot olimb its.beanteotts side^ 
To taste the disiaatcbaiiHS'wd spy^^ 

A burning sun, a Bultty ^y 

Our nerves in listless languor bind ; 
Each ^otive^piinoiple impair;'^ 

And.^Vry/fiBietaQii'of tbetniMLi' > 



• » 



.1 



1 1 . » i 1 



In tem^^rale climates »eBg»idieinftte>' '■ * 

Where healthM baids may widely ^i^f 
There passionibceathes in<et'fyUrnc^/ 
: And fkoey jdndlite dl UwaoaL^ 



k » 



l4 il f 



» t • • . 



I ' 



But^ underneath this glowing sky^ 
. (Qup &rst fUicity is «ase : ' 
Give me in indoielice "to- lie ; • 
Be you the- poeli^ if yon please* 

lAUraty Mdgatine. 
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PROMOtlON IN THE NAVY. 

^EN Block wn& a veteran of naval renown^ 

And renown was his only reward ; 
For the board still neglected his merits to crown. 

And no' intVesti ba< bed with my <lon]. 
Yet brav€ as old ^BenbGw was sturdy old Ben^ 

And he-d lau^.atthe oannotifs load^roar; 
When the death?dealuig 4aroadside made worm's-meat 
of men. 

And the scupp^^weoe stseamiagwith gore« 

Nor could a lieuteo^'s^ppopstipeod'pmvDke 

The stauoeh^tar'to despiftessdaQtjr prog; 
But his biscuit he'd cracky turn his quid, crack a joke, 

And drown cM'0w«joiiuni^ofritgirDg] 
That year.afterv«yc»c>ftn<a ftuballexai's sMiat^ 

Poor Beo for W.,.kiagi&«ght«.dbled5= 
'Till time had uniKkoPid all the thatch from his pate. 

And the hair from his temples had fled* 

Wiien, on humbly saluting^ with sinciput bare. 

The first Lord of ^be Adoiimlty oocey 
Says his lordship, f^Iieutentuit^yott'velostdl your hair," 
, *^ Why^myloi:dr reply'd Ben, "it with tnith may be 
said. 
While a bald pate I long have stood under, 
There have so many captains walk'd over my head. 
To see me quite scalp'd 'twere no wonder." 

Anonymous. 
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THE OLD SHEPHERD'S DOG. 

JLH £ old shepherd's dog, like his master, was grey, \ 
His teeth all departed, and feeble his toague; - 

Yet where'er Corin went he was foUow'd by Tray, 
Thus happy ttuNHigh life did they hobble along* 

When fatigu'd on the grass the shepherd would li^. 
For a. nap in the aim — midst his slumbers so swieet. 

Ills faithful companion crawl'd coqstantly nigh. 
Placed lus head on Jius lap, or lay down at his feet* 

When winter was heard on the hill and the plain, . 

And torrents descended, and cold was ihe wind ; 
If Corin went forth 'mid the tempest and rain. 

Tray scom'd to be left iirthe chimney behind. 

At length in the stmwTi^ ;made his last bed ; 

For vain against death is the stoutest endeavour, 
To lick Corin'a hand be. rear d up his weal( b^d,< ,. ^ ; 
Then fell back, clos'4 his eyei;, audi ah! ck)s*d them 
£fx ever ! , . 

.. , ■• 
Not long after Tray did the shepherd remain, . . 

Who oft o'«x his grave with ti-ua sorrow would bend. 
And when dying, thus feebly exclaim'd thi^ poor swaio, 
^' O bury me, neigbbours, beside my old friend*". 

Ptter Pindar. 
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THE SCHOOL FOR MANNERS. 

AN EPI6BAM. 

Xio R ]> Speiioer^ who rales at the Admiralty Boards 

Last suaimer on board the king's yacth. 
With hisfnt^nd^my Lord Howe^was exchanging a word. 

While each o't his head kept his hat. 
When a tar to his messmate said, ''Twig, brother Ned, 

That fresh*-wat. r fellow, so trim. 
To the Amburral talks, wkh the hat on his head. 

Without lijFting his paw to the brim ! " 
•^ Why what of all that ? ** says the other, qnite cool, 

*' Such a sight is no wonder to me ; 
For how should the lubber learn manners, you fool. 

When yoti know he ne'er was at sea/' 

Naval Chronicle* 
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EPIGRAM. 

!uj)ocToit Lee, who at punning all punsters defied. 
When Ills friend Doctor Egg to the distaff was tied. 
By a dame who for years his addresses had spurn'd. 
While for Bachelor White she with ardency burn'd ; 
** The good lady ,'*qtioth he; ^' hath much ^uUundergone, 
And to take up'withEgg,has for years been egg^d on: 
But 'tils niy firm belief if, the truth may be spoke. 
She's too fond of the fVhitt to be pleas'd witf\ the YokeJ* 

Museum of WiL 
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EPIGRAM. 

70 M taken by Tim liis new mdnsion to view. 
He observ'd '* Twas a big one with windows toe few;** 
*' As for rtfll,*" replies Thn, ^ Fm die buiider^s forgiver; 
For taxes *cwill save^ and thatV 'good for the* Liver; 
*^ True,** says Tom, ^^ as you li^e upon fartbmgs and 

mitesy 
For the Liver 'tis good — ^but 'tis bed for the Lights." 

MuMturh of Wit. 



'.'' 



CM VEKDINO :C(yi)irrEBF£iT <8lX.<r StrrTONS, 



>f 



That guilt has punishment to fear» 
It stands on reaM>n^gttoUod ; 

But where no guilt did eVr appear. 
Who can be guilty IbundJ * 

Then on whet ground, logieians ^^ay, 
I9 this strange- doctrine btriJt/ ' - 

That button*gilders guilt betray. 
In mork%f<i9ike^rce from gilt } ' 

For, if by want of gtk, they sh^w ' 
How much to guilt they're prone ; * ' 

'Tis passing strange tlittt guilt should ^w 
From giltless woi'ki'^lone'l 'I 



Ibid. 
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DRY HUMOUR. 

JL WAS oa a day^ but Dot the last^ 
When orders for a.genral Fast 

r Were firom the Cockpit givei) \ 
;That i]»en no more in s«a might plunge^ 
jBtKfc wipe/fjl out by. sqitow's spiing^^ 
And make their odds^ all even* 

Wbea soaking Sam> who ev'ry day 
To Sots Hole weat^^to soak his clayj^ 

There found the doors^ all barr'd ;, 
For Sara thejobntiaad pOstern try'd. 
But all rift. yaifi.for'i^tcanee ply 'ds, 

A case he thought quite hard ! 

; V - t 

And hard and bi»]:dcar'Mihile''he knockH^ 
Silence within his; ibiattfrifig oioek ;d> 

'Till SaUj?(op'4 tbeis(a^> • . • >. ^ 
And cry'd, " Pray cease your rat tat tat. 
This day we're atltesolwy,.da»*'^^ ; 

To iast^^uidtalie no easfawv . , 









Why the»/.3ays Sam,in sulky »tfain> 
Fast on — FU rap na more in vain, 
Up9et,tiiQ'if I.doi; i- ..••.!•" .,' ''■ ,;.- 
But yiQu'ie aipacfe of o^irst qu^r^lvei^, 
.*WJii0iin0t f0»|eotto.fA$jbyoui?sfelve«, ' 
Must make^yiii^iirfdQoi^ftiDttop*" - 



1 
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MILITARY JEU D' ESPRIT. 



A CO LONE t« by chronicles^ latie it appears^ • 
In style gave a treat to his brave vokuiteers; 
The dishes were good^ but the glasses so smeU, 
His heroes could scarcely drink any at aU. 
The commandaDt thus to his right and left wing 
Said '^ Gentlemen^ charge^ let us drink to the king!" 
A corporal, eyeing his glass at the time, 
Cry'd *^ Colnd, here's liardiy enough for a prime!'' 



THE SIMPLE TRUTH MOST SIMPLY 

TOLD, 

JtlLoNEST Teagu^ whearetum'd from a trip to the 
North, 

For to Laplaod 'twas aaid he had been ; 
Was question'd-T-^' if daring his cold wintry birth. 

Whether any Rein Deer he had seen i " 

" When/' said be, '^ by my sowie, as the . truth I 
regard, 

I was. station'd there almosA a yeac^ 
And sometimes, ia sumn^er^ it rmn'd veqr hard, 

But I never once saw it rain Deen" 
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THE COTTAGER. 

j^ cow, a pig, the feather'd brood. 
The cot which on the common stood. 
The scythe and sickle, flail and spade, 
Bmught Hodge, and family, their bread. 
When his kind stars these aids afford, 
Hodge is as happy as my lord ; 
He felt no want — ^was blithe as May, 
Cattle, or wife, ne'er went astray. 
But now the commons are incios'd. 
His fav'rite stock to sale expos'd ; 
His cow, his calf, his pig, are gone. 
His sheep are '' kill'd off," ev'ry one ; 
His flail, scythe, sickle, and his spade. 
Could not supply his house with biead* 
Hunger no fear of law descries, 
" No fear of God before his eyes," 
He stole a goose, by famine led. 
From that spot where his own had fed. 
Now to the justice brought in haste. 
That justioe who ittclos'd the wHste, 
His worship in a padsion flew-*- 
In silence Hodge a long face drew — 
; ^ A haltei-, sirmh, you'H not miss. 
For pei-petrating crimes like this.'* 
Hodge dvoop'd his head, and heav'd a sigh; 
'Tbeu meekly utter 'd this reply : 



• 
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^ The crime b small in man or woman^ 
Should they a goose steal from a commoo ; - 
But what can plead that man's excuse^ ,:: 

Who steals a commoa from a goose i ** 

jinonymous. 



PARTING. 

I Go^ my love ; nnd, till we me^J againr,^,. 

Let hope ^d constancy the time beguile: 
Again to meet ! that prospect shall restrain 

The tear th<it starts. through my disseoibled sinile. 

Farewell ! but there. 19 fi^sh*d sdl my boast — ^ ,. 

That tender a/ixsept loiters oa my tpn^ie j 
And I must weep for that dj^ object Ip^t, . . ,^ 

On which 1 g««!d fio fondly^ aod so ipi\gt 

stay i O tmm ! foj: I .have mwcb tp wy—^ . . 
One word 1 Oiae look ! I cannpt leave tthee s^ 

Ah me ! she talc^es, a distant different wav ; -/ 

And I unheard^ uaansvver'd v.eittXDy.\fo^^ , ,. ^ 

From her soft voice no more I patpb tbQ so^nd;; . 
No more hc^r beauties grace my ^app^ side: 

1 call^ f search in vaip> no more is found , . , 
My sweet compaoiouj and my. pjcomi^'d bnd^«>^ 
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Back to those bappy scenes^ remembmoeey flyT 
Thy lenient aid my sorrows shall remove : 

For thou from these dear moments canst supply ' 
Full miany a proof propitious to my love* 

Much tho' I lov'd, I found that love repaid ; 

And seem'd of all men happy o'er the rest ; 
Consenting beauty heal*d the wound it made; 

And love enslaved me but to make me Uest/ 

My lips the story of my bosotn toM, 

Check'd by no sc6rnful> no unkind reply ; 

Her fav*ring glances bade my tongue be bold> 
And mutual passion kindled in her eye. 

The bliish soft spreading o'er her downcast &ce^ 
The sudden sigh half risings half suppressed. 

That coy dititres^ that heightens evrjr gr^tce 
In siknt eloquence her love confess*d. 

How sweet to snatch her' not unwilling hiind. 
And all delighted on her charms to gaze ; 

While^ mix'd with many a kiss, we fondly* plann'd 
The tender conduct of connubial d^y^ ! 

Each socfaF virtue decks her gentle inind^^ 
And Btedfast Honour v^sves his banner there ; 

So chaste a temple, love was proud to find ; 
And tnith proclaims her parting; vow sincere* 

24 







While sweet remembrance tlius relieves my hearty 
Ah ! why sliould grief so fair a prospect sour ? 

Y(Q8ji we shctil meet^ and meet no more to f^xrt. 
And heav'ii and love shall bless th* expected hour. 

Then fare thee well ! and to thy constant m^d 
Still be n»y memVy dear^ tbo' I am gone.; 

Still be each thought, each tender wish confiaM 
To me whose heart is full of thee alone :. 

Fond Hope the while shall ,cheer my drooping soul« 
In sweet impatience shall the time employ. 

Shall chide the kuzy moments as they roll. 

And sooth my grief with tboaghts of future joy. 

London Magazine* 






WRITTEN BY PR-JOHNSON^ - 

In ridicule oftm Author i ' 

Hermit hoar, in solemn ceU . , . ^ 

Wearing out life's evening, grey 54 
Strike thy bosom> sage, and telj^ ^- 
^ What is bliss, and which the .way f 

Thus I spoke, and, speakiijiig, sigh'd,- > 
Scarce repress'd the starting t^ary 

When the hoary sage r^ply*d, . /[ 
Come^ my .lad^ and drink soai^ b^r. 
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THE TULIP AND THE MYRTLE. 



JL WAS on the border of a str^sam 

A gdily paihted tcilip stood. 
And, gilded by th^ A^dmhig b^am, 

Surve/d her beauties in the flood* ^^ 

And sure, more lovely te behold 

Might nothing meet the wistfol eye; 
Than crhiison Riding ifitb gold. 

In streaks of fkirest syinetry* 

. » ■ 

The beauteous flower, wtth pride elate. 
Ah me! that pride with beauty dwells I 

Vai^iy alfed&^ kr^erlor* ^tfe. 
And thus iiifiMpty fitocy^swdls: 

''.O lusti^ of tlhrivftird bteOTDf f '^ 
, Fair paihtin]^ of a haiid divitie ! • " 
Superior far to mortal doom, . 
Hie hiit^s of bcfaveot alone are ittiiie ! 

*' Away, ye wbrthtess, formless race! ^ 

Ye weeds that boast the name of flowers! 
No more my tiative bed disgrace, 
VUnma^t for tribes so mean as yours ! 
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^ Sball the bright daughter of the' sun ' 
Asso<nate with the shrubs of earth ? 

Ye ilavefl^ your aoy'ieign^s presence ^un-l 
Respect her beauties^ and her birth* 

^ And ti9oiiy»didIj>9iil|ni evei^greeii 1 
Shalt thou Wfff sIlMiiog s{diere loytide I 

My nooo-itajr bcantiei btoom unseen^ %^ . 
Obscu/d beneath tbj.du^ky shades I'f 

" Deluded Aower P the myrtle criei, 
'* Sball we thy .m^otcat'si .bloQai ^uJore ? 

The meanesl shiub that you dmpise, : 
The meanest fl^er ba&.mecit loptre.. 

^ That daiay^ io Jte siiij^le btooooi^ ,, r . 

Shall laflit ^01^ the ch^ugiii^ ^^f ^ 
Blu^ oa the anqw of wAnterV gIoQi;ry,|nr 

And bid the amiling spriiig appe^c. 

'' The violet^ that<» those banks beoeath^ 
Hide! frpm thy. seoro. i t^ mpdest head. 

Shall fiU the. air with fiagroiit breathj.^rf. 
When thou art in thy dusty bed^ . 

^ E*en 1/ who boast no golden shade, ^ 
Ani of no shining tints possessed. 

When low thy lucid foitn is laid, 
ShaU |>loom on many a lovely br^Eist. 



■> ••<'» «. « ■ A » 
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^ AM h^f whose kiiid afitd fi>st*irih^ tm» 
Tq the^, to me, our beings gave. 

Shall near his bt^mt my flowFets iresTp 
And walk i^gardlesA o'er thy gntve. 

*' Dekided flower! the friendly screen 
That hides thee from the noon**tfde ray. 

And mocks thy passion to be seen^ 
Ptolot^i thy ttaitsitory day^ 

** But kindly deeds widi seorm repaid^ 
' No more by virtue need be don^: 
I now withdraw my dusky shade. 
And yield thee to tliy darling sun.** 

Fierce oh the 66^^ the soordiitig beam 
Witli »H its Wdght of gbry fell ; 

The ^flbwei', ej^ulting^ eaught the gle«m. 
Anil lebt its kaves a bptder swelK ^ 

£xpahded by the smirching ifite> • 

The curling ^e&v€S the breast dwdos'd ; 

The mahtlihg bioooi was [tainted hi^iefj 
And i5v*ry latent cfaarm e^pos^d. 

But when the slin was sliding Ibwj 
And evening came^ with dewii so cold; 

The wanton beauty ceas'd to Wow, 
And sought' her bending leaves to fold. 
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Thos^ leaves, alas ! no more'WOfdd'elose ;' , 
Re1ax*d, exliaus^d> %ick-ningy*[>aie ; /' 

They left her to a parent'» woe^j . • 
And fled befone ttie vising gale^ ^' 

London Magazine, 



:^ !' »; . 



•« 1 



THE WfMOIOUS BACHANAL, 

fT HiLE the bottle to httmour and social delight 

The smallest assistance can lend; 
While it happily keeps up-thjR langK of the night. 

Or enlivens the mind of a friend ; 

O let me'^<^'il> y«<t^dun4ifiil poikfeis^f il 

That^iiHie may deKd0U8lf pass, .: . • 
And should Care «Vi6r' think' to iammdeotiJ these liours, 

Scare the fa^ggard^away with. the glass*'- 

^ • • ' • • • . '' . . ' . 

But, instead of a rational feast of good -s^nse^ 
Should discord preside o'er the bowl. 

And folly, debate, or ooiHendon commeiaee, ' 
From too great an expansion ^ifsoiil; / . 

* 

Should the man I esteem, or the friend of ^my breast. 
In the ivy feel iKMight baMberod:. . 

Should I make sWe€t>iR€)igioo ^.pirtf ig^le jest. 
And daringly sport with my God, 
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From mjrfips daab thepoisptY^ Q merciful 'ftite, 
AVhere theniadaess oc .bl«i&phdiiijr hiwig,' 

And let every aceeUt wbiach virtue sfaQuId.hnte^ 
Parch qiiick on nay infampuB tongue*. 

From my ear let the curse be eternally driven^ 
Where my reason so fatally stray 'd. 

That no more I may offer atr insult to heaven^ 
Oi' give uiaa a cani^ to upbraid. 

Jbid. 
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THE 6lD ENGLlSHifAN. 

Sl LVtellyoU KVJiy.I'k>V9 my.4ove; . 

Because b^ :thau»»fut graqesf^ppt^ve > 

H<er«tvortk isi very t high > , . > ;. 

She'* very fair^<a«d^«rygGod»j . j 
And not unwilling to be woo'd 

By one so platii a» I* 

,, --' ■ ■''■'-. •,.?., ..f. .. • 
.Wh«reT«r muse has fir'd the .strain^ 
Oia British^ :or on Tuscan 4>lain, x ,.■ 

.Delighted has she rov'd ; 
Has glowed with all tlie genrous rage. 
That animates the sljory tl page, 
: By British bosoms iov'd* 



Oft bas she soiigbl, wkh careAd fefK^ 
The hallowed hermit's calm relxeat. 

And ine'd witbtboi^t|>l6fiWiBet >: 
Each precept of the wise aod good ; 
There ev'ry wish has she sul^'d i 

To wisdom^s naoov hiwnd* f. 

* ^- » 

Has Jearb'd the flatt'riag padls ^ shMiiL 
Where Sally's fickle votVies xwn, 

Deceiv'd by fortuneV g^Pire; * » > 
Has leam'd that foqd^ aod <^loth^ aa4^rej 
Are ^jaly nature's plaaa detHoe, A 

Nor forms for pBiom hjer pi»y*r» * 

Content with these^myGen^diaq ^ J 
Has ptomis'd ti» l^ ^v;er iniof^ . ... < ^/ 

ForireI|:she,)uiows^y hea|ti> : ,^ 
She knows it^honufst oodsi^ipe^ v. ,,; /^ 
And much too open to appeap: 

Beneath tlie^xejiipCa^v 
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She knows it pafit^ for her aloae^i, , .. . , f 
Tha^ not the spleiidonf pf at|irQQ^« . 

From, her my steps could lure ; 
To-morrow give;^ to tb^sefpod asiip^ . < f 
My Geraldine in all hc^ cbarnttjr;: ;i. 

And 9iake|,my Ujssjeci^ef., . ^ . i, 
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HVMN TO THE EVENING. 

£ Eft tb^ 9fni's dlicliiiing fajr 

Has left yea distoht sky. 
And e'er the parting streak of day 

Has jdtot apon the eye; 

Come, modest Ey'ii ing, kihdBy spremcl 
- Thy dfisk^nsabied vest. 

And teadi refleetlvetbonght to spredd 
Devotion M^ thi^btieiidt 

O lift th§ mind to Uess th^ powV 
Whose i&em'ry stitt sh^lt last ! 

And bid Uili ptiase the present hour^ 
Whose^eiadB^sr lost the past. 

• , . , • 1 • • ' • '- -I 

/ . • S < ^ . ' • * ' ' - . i 

Insructive, tell th^ipomp of stafe^" 

The pride of mighty blood. 
That pooe are ever tVtily ^rckt. 

That are fltottniljrgodd* 

. To alLotieadfttonftion give, 

UnfearfttI of reply, - 

That he alone des^vesto^IiV^^ 
0k0 bMest prepares to die. 



■^j 
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A PENNY FOR YOUR THOUGHTS. 

TO A LADY. 

You hid « penny for my though ts, 

I will unfold them fairly ; 
I think you area diarming lass. 

And know, I love you dearly. 

I think you have a form and mind 

In ev'ry part complete ; 
I think your breast vms not designed 

To harbour base deceit. 

I think no love can ever last 
Which does not tneetr^turrif ■ 

I think loves fire a sudden biafei; 
Where souls donYeqoelliarn*' ^^ 



I think true happiness dependc 

Upon a mutiml love ; 
I think, who trusts to other ends^ 

The end will tatai prove.= ■'■ 



T . 



I thi n^k you temp'rate, chaste, and trut. 
Mild, cleanly, and discreet ; 

I think tiiose virtues meet in you. 
Which make e'en bondage sweet. 
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X think of you whene'er I think. 

And so I shall fiir ever ; 
I sometimes think I niay be blessed, 

And sometimes think — oh, never ! 

Loudon Magazine. 



SONG. 



f^HEN fortune reigns ki spleodid pride. 

What madding- tbodsaads court her shdue ; 
With sweet sisiplictty ^their guide, . 

Oh, love ! how few resort to thine. 

■ .' ' ■ • . ' ■ , ' 
Yet when of. fortune's smile possess'd. 

The sigb fibir ofthcMr. days they pour ; 
Some secret horror stings >the breast. 

And languor fills each listless hour. 

But love's pure joys uiKsulUed last, : 

His vot'ries taste a hKss sublime ; . 

Sigh to regain tlie moments past, 
And wish to clip the wings of Time« 
, *^ Pater Pindar* 
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SONG, 



A.WAT^ let nought to love, disp1efiaiii|[^. 

My Wiaifreda, move thy fear. 
Let nought delay the beav'nly blessings 

Nor squeamish pride, nor gloomy care. 

What, dio^ no grants of royal doDora 

With pompous titles grace our bl^od, ^ 
We'll shine in qiofe substantial honour^ 
..And to be nobie-r-we'll be good* 

What, tho^ from fortune's lavish bounty 
No mighty tieasures we possess. 

We'll find within our pittance plenty. 
And be content witliout excess. 

Still shall each kind returning season 
Suifici^t for our wishes^ give, ^/r 

For we will live a life of reason, . 
And that'^ the only life to live. 



I t \ % 



Our name, whilst virtue thus we tender* 

■ ■ ■■■•' •>' -•>. 

Shall sweetly sound where'er 'tis spoke. 
And all the great ones 'much shaiir wonder 
How they admire such little folk. 
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Thro* youth and age^ in love excelling^ 
Well hand in band togelher tread. 

Sweet ^liiing peace shall grace our dwelling. 
And babes, swe^t smiling babes, our bed. 

How siiofiVl I I<yre flie pveCtj creatures, . 

W&ilst round my knees tfc^' Fondly ehmg, 
To see 'eiH look their mother's featun^. 

To bear 'em lisp dieir mother's tongue. - 



. . • • : # 



nnry» tine tnmqiofted 

$hall think to rob tis of our joys^ 
You'll in your gii4s again be t^onited. 
And i go wooing with my boysJ ' 

Cooper's LeUtH%n Taste. 



\ /•■<.' -i . 
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ON CEN^SURE. 



'• - « ' . . >'■> 



JL E wise, Instruct m6 to eridire ' 
An evil, whicti admitis DO clire : 
Or how this evil cm be h6rU6, ' * 
Which breeds at once both hate and scorn. 

are innocence is no support, 
when you are try^d in scandars court.^ 

■••ij!£.7. 'W-,!' ri'"J,.;)is -••':•> !;••>•. j ■'»' • ,': . •• A 
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Stand high in honour^ wealth, and wit : . 

All othefji •who inferior 'sit' ' • 

Conceive themselves in conscience bouod 

•To joih and drag you to the ground. • 

Your altitude offends the eyes 

Of those who want the power to rise. 

The world, a willing stander-by, 

Inclines^ to aid ai specious lye : 

*' Alas ! they would not do you wrong, ' 

But all appearances are strong." 

Yety whence proceeds this weight we lay 

On what detractiikg people say ? 

For lee mankind discharge theii" tongues 

In venoin; til! they burst their hmgs^ 

Their utmost malibe cannot m^ke : 

Your head, or tooth, or finger ach : 

Nor spoil youir shape, distort ydii'r face, • 

Or put one featiire odt of pljidd : ''' ''' 

Nor will you firid jbUt fortune rfttk, ' ' 

By what they speak, or Wfiat ibfeylhrati 

Nor can ten hundred thousand He*' 

Make you less virtuous, learn'd, or vrise^i* 



A. 



a' 
.J 



The most ^ffectua! way Id batilk 
Their malice is-^to let th^ta ta!lk. 

Doctor Swift. 



m 

THE FRENCH PEASA NT, 

I'T HJBN things are done and p^st reciUIing, 

'Tis folly then to fret or cry. 
Prop up a rotten bouse that's iaiUn^ 

But when it's down e eu let it lie. 
O patience ! patience ! tboulrt a jewels 
And^ like all jeweb^ hard to find* 
- 'Mongst ail the various men you see^ 
Exaruin^^ ev*i*y mother s aoa ; 
You'JI find they all in this agrise. 
To makq ten troubles out of one j 
.When passions o^age^ they heap, on fi^el, 
. And give their r^^jsQato the wind* 

» * ■ '' 

' ' - r 

Hark*! don't yon, bear th^ geaVal cry i ^ 
'* Whose ti'qub)v;s e;is'cr equali'd niinf^J 'V t 
How readily e4L<?h,s$ander-by • . / 

I^epliesjrWith captious echp^.nii^e ! . r 
Sure from our clime this discord springs ; 
He^VvUs choicest blessings \ve abuse* , 
For ev!ry Enghshman alive^ 

Whether duke, lord, esquirCi^or gent, 
Ciaiins:as his just, prerogative* , ; 
.. E^fe, liberty^ and discontent. 
A Frenchman oftc^n starves and sings. 
With cheerfulness, and wooden shoes. 
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A peasant, of the true French breed. 

Was driving in a narrow road 
A cart, with but one sorry steed. 
And fiird with onions : sav*ry load! 
Girekss, he trudg'd along before. 
Singing a Gascon roimdelay. 

Hard by there ran a whiinpVing brook. 

The road hang shewing tow Vds the brim ; 
The spitefvl wind the advanti^ took ; 
The whed ftes op ; die onions swim ; 
The peasant saw his fm^mt stare. 
At one fade blast, all poff 'd away. 

How wonld an Ei^sfa down have swoni. 
To hear Ibem phmp, and aee them roll i 
Have cnrs'd the day that he was born. 
And, for an onion, damned his soul? 
Our Freqcrhiaan acted quite as weU, 

He stopt (and hardly stopt) his song ; T 
First raised the bidet from his sw(x>n : 

Then stood, a little while, to view • 
His onions, bobbing up and down ; ^ 
At last, he shrugging cry'd, ** Parbleu ! 
* II ne manq ici, que du sol. 
Pour faire du potage excellent/' 

London Magazine. 

^ theie wntB notUnsbot Mlt to iindi» eicclhBBt aotap. * 



. THE -SHEPHBaD BOY. 

A SONe. 

, • ' • ■ . 

OxtLft ftieitdft 1 ht4y Imt aih ! loo^ocNi 
Death robbed me pSmj parcalt ikar, 
licft me to moQm my mtetdmd ioomk^ 
. Aad^riMid^ fiiaadfew in 4eilfmt. 

P#priv'4 ^^v'ry «afth]y joy ; ; 
At lengthy Htswahi^ with pity movVl^ 
Made me ahofnUe shepherd: boy. 

Soon as I view the dawn of day 

,. T<»flow:^y;plaifisiiiyjftock» I ieed^ * 

And itMS^im foodtmy kmbkioa tlray, 

On^amne kms bank I tune my reed : 
Did thoae mffhov bathe in Menmg bliflt 

Once taste ^ihe^ swmtpi 4hat I eitj>oy^ 
They^d vidi for fanoible t^pinefis^ . 

^d^nwy nie>>tbe ibephenlV boy^ 



When: down tiBtt;iW@steni'«kyttiir ana 'I 
'.Bescands; to gladden easleni^ <4tfliies»^ 
'Tis then my daily toil 18 dopfie, . 

And I to rest repair betimes.: 
Ii;i nt|i$ic^jt^b; 'tis trae^ Im clad. 

Yet nothing does my peace annoy^ 
And tl^Vmy l^or^ujae is.);>ut sa^ : ^ 

StiU heay n may bless the shepherd's boy. 

^5 A Song Book. 
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FASHION'S FOOIS* 

A SONG. 

Th£ world still jadges hy the mien. 

For bahil bolda the yeliow glass^ . 
And through that jauadiic^ naedium seea> 

Shall wijsdom*s oelf.for.foUy pa3$. 
'Tis not because y«A v«q>id smart 

Strays^ carelessly, from reason's rules> 
That he hates reasoa, has ops heaiTty 

'Tis that he's oae offaahionVfook* 

The toper o'er, the bowl^ his j<dce 

Who veti^ agaiast bi» deaf^t' frieads^ 
Next morn WOttM ftan the boti^l wene broke^ 

And he'd been domb^* to :ffiake amends: 
For honour welKhis heart.<am tcnich, . 

He well knows golden friendship's riiles^ 
His fault is that he drinks too much> 

And thus he's one of fashion's Ibols. 



The bouncer sweats tlmt b^owa is blue>; . 

And moulds at will dame nature's Javv> 
And talks of joys he never knew. 

And fancies charms he nc^er saw : 
'Tis not that be would faiti renounce 

Fair Truth^^and all her ^kcred rules, . 
But 'tis tliat it'& gentoel to bomice, - 

And thus he's one of fashiof^ s fools. 



y 
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If merit pines- away forgot> 

If rakes at sacred honours sneer^ 
If wedlock proves a gordian knot^ 

And lovers dread to be severe : 
'Tis npt that fnea so much deKght 

To deviate from honour's niles^ 
But that id's vulgar to be rights 

And thus tfaej •all aire fashion's fools. 
«. •".'■,■ , • 

Say^ what concItmioD^s to be drnwn^ 

Are we to fancyi or to feel. 
To livp awake^ or in a yawn. 

To be consistent^ or genteel? . . 

Soon- the election. may be made — ' 

Lets square our lives by ixsason's rules. 
So hx be &ah ion's iinodes obey'd. 

But -let us not be fashion's tools* 

' ;' • Dibdin* 



* • .. • 't'. • t 



; . » : J .1 . 



Quam rara estfbrtunaGeteet? cum deficit unda 
Potat aquamy sed si sufficit unda, merum. 

TRANSLATION. 

Says the milk*; how^odd is this fortune of mine. 
When ray stream's lo\v> 1 drink it — when high, I 
drhik win«.' 



n 
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BALLAD, 

Xh r poet s€Ly%, that lore's lifee &jk, 

Which kindly heat and joy imparts^ 
For ev'ry parfMjee^ and deairei 

That warntft and that expands <mr hearts? 
But, tni6t this fire, where is the boand 

That can its devastation stay? 
Relentless rnin stalks around. 

And horror marks its trackless way : 
Thus both we dread, and both admire. 
Thus poets'say that love's like fire. 

The toper says, that love'^ like wine. 
And that its pdwV, 'bove hnman ken. 

Can lift the «oui, «aiid fio peliiie 

Our joys, that gods might envy men : 

But from this elevation sunk, 
' The moment reason leaves the feast. 

His godship finds a god, when drunk. 
Is little better than a beast : 

Thus both are beasdy, both divine. 

Thus topers say that iove's like wine. 

Your sportsmen Ijay, love's like the chase. 
That leads us many a weary mile. 

Through many a rude and dang'rous place, 
0*er mound, and hedge, and ditch, and stile: 
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But when his pleasures with his toil 
• Are £iir]y counted^ wliat's the gainf 
Fatigu'd^ and tir*dj he makes a coil. 

And puis up gaoie not worth the paia : 
Thus love's without a goal, ft.rftoe> 
Thus sportsmen say, love's Uke m ehaie. 

True loveni say, love's like th« devtt^. 

Who tnvns a hundred devious. wacys. 
With ^At^like face> and hmst of evr^ 

Avid smiles the most when he fadraj^: 
Does not the devil take ev'ry hue. 

And in all fenans and fiishions moref 
Is he not black, aeKl whiD«> and bloe^ 

And hot, audi cold .^-^-md ao«ia lore : 
And thus to loveave fevers- civr}^. 
As Indians^coort fpoaoL fear the devil. 

Let carping ideots still condemn. 

Where reasott bids tbens aiodit tejtnce. 
For if they err the fault's in them. 

And in the object of then- choice: * 

The lovor dMtt sfhnll ai) excel. 

Let ht<n but chose a &idiless iatr ; 
His loive shall prove a vevy helL^ 

No Lethe to velieve his care : 
Let him of reason tqike advice. 
His love sbaJl be. a Famdtse, 

• ■ • • • • 

Dibdin* 
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LOVE AND INDUSTRY: ' • 

O SHARE my cottage, dearer maid! ^' 

Beneath a mountain wide atid high/ ' 
It nestles in a silent glade. 

And Wye's clear current wanders by. 
Each tender care, each honest ait. 

Shall chase^all future want from thee ; 
When thy sweet lips consent impart. 

To climb these steepy hills with me. 

Far from the city's vain parade. 

No scornful brow shall there be seen ; 
No dull impertinence iiivade. 

Nor envy base, nor sullen spleen. 
The shadowy rocks, that'chrcle round. 

From storms shall guard our sylvan cell; 
And there shall evVy joy be found. 

That loves in peaceful vales to dwell. 

When late the tardy sun shall peer. 

And faintly gild yon little spire ; 
When nights are long, and frosts sievere; 

And. our clean hearth is bright with fire; 
Sweet tales to read, sweet tales to sing, 

O ! they shall drown the wind and rain. 
E'en till the soften'd season bring 

The merry spring-time back again. 



I 
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Then hawthorn's flow'ring in the glen^ 

Shall guard the warbling pUimy throng ; 
Nor boast the busy haunts of men 

So fair a scene^ so sweet a song. 
Thy arip9 the new-yean'd lamb will shield. 

And to the sunny shelter bear ; 
While> o'er dte rough and breathing field. 

My hands inapd the gleaming share. 

'• • • ' 

Ne'er doubi our wheaten ears will rise. 

And full their yellow harvest glow j 
Then prove, with me, the sprightly joys 

That love and industry bestow : 
Their jocu[|d powers (;an banish strife^ 

Her clouds no passing.day will see ; 
Since all the l^iai^re hours of life 

Shall ;^tilt be spent in pleasing thee. 

Miss Seward. 



! 



AN IDEA ON A PECK OF COALS, 

Jl BUY my Cpals by Pecks, that we 
M^y h^ve 'em fresh and fresh, d'ye see ! 



- 376 

SOLITUDE. 

Haii., thou source of thought divine! 
Awful Solitude, be mine: 
Let me fxoni the world secluded. 
By no gtitt'riug joys deluded^ 
Earthly pleasures all despise. 
Hoping for eternal joys*. 

Let me wander o'er thy plains^ 
Where perpetual silence reigps ; 
Whilst I, at the close of even. 
View the blue bespangled heaven ; . 
Let me then my God adore, 
Mark his works and own his powV« 

Whea the blushing morn has ^read. 

Dewy fragrance o'er the mead ; 

When the newly risen sun 

Has his daily task begun ; 

Teach me then, in tuneful lays. 

To cfaauni my great Creatoc^s piaise. 

When my peaceful life i& spent, 
Free from care and discontent. 
Let me, O my God ! when thou 
Call'st me from this world below. 
With hope of heav'niy pleasures blest. 
In gentle slumbers sink to rest. 

Focai Magazine, 
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AIR. 



^^H EN fiffitt I wak'd to Fife's imfo(ding day. 

Delighted youitgdtmpled baudinwds rock'd my bed^ 

Hope kistTd my eyelids in the 8un*8 bright ray^ 
And fancy twia^d white blossoms r6tiiid my bead. 

A father's love^ a moth^'s trembling 'care^ 
Spread £E4fy visions round my trusting yotith^ 

While royat k>verB kneel'd to call me &ir,. 
And mvrmttr'd oaths of unforsakea truth : 

No cares cimld ckwdt no passions coufd dertroy. 
The shining softness of those halcyon boors— 

Where'er I tiira'd^ where'er I look'd^ wa& joy> 
A heaven of simsiiine^ and aa earth of ik>wers« 

But now the fiend shrieks load^ who rales die storm^ 
And strides in thmider o'er the 'frighted sphere, 

Hope, as she listens^ mis her flying form. 
And fancy lingersr-^but t» drink a tear ! 

Dimond. 
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ON VISITING THE GRAVE OF STERNE. 



With sacred awe, with kind concern. 
We view the spot where Yorrick lies: 

Here friendship still shall visit Sterne, 
And tears shall fill a£foccion*8 eyes* 

Silent upon thy grave we stand,* 
And muse upon the dust beneath-^ 

The fairest flfiwV from natuies faand^ . 
Now with'ringan tlie shade of deactk. 



When ev'fiing dew» thytuif S9 graea, 
• HtHDanitjT, with gentle -tready •« >i 
And bright-ey'd genius^ oftare seen. 
Weepingi iMisidcthj 'earthy faed:t 



J •!. . j 



Those dear compa^nions of 'ihy way> - < t 

Although fix>m death they coaid iiot tav6. 

Yet here their vows theyduly pay, : 
And bid remetttbranee haimt thy grave. ' 

Maria's shade, with pious care. 

By Cynthia's light shall hither come. 

And watch the spring, with fingers fair 
Decking with ii(>w'rs thy simple tomb. 
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While here, with pilgrim's step, they stray 

Around thy place of endless rest. 
We check the f6ndc6ni plaint, and say, 

'^ Sure thou art number'd with the blest." 

SamwelL 



APPROACH OF WINTER. 

In woods no more, the.feather'd throag 
Pour native imaic on ibe gale ; . . . 

And, heard y^iii net>tbe harvsest aaag ? . 
Its last Botes linger mtbeval^. 

Where are the walksjthairblwifa^d wilh.fioW'rsf 
And where tbis^weBterniiTeeGieitbat Jsureath'd 

Its pilfer'd:8weetfi'toJSGWt>the bQw'ES>:;: > 

Which Peace BndxiaimiGmkmiment wx<e&th'd i 



Since how no fragfrant blo8aoiiist.4»loiK>. 

And (faesoiatiion 8weep8rihe<gratiQd, > 
Come, Winter I teaob me liow to dmv 

A moral fkomftherinRs stmnd* 



. • 1 • 



The sober thought, to virtue dear. 
Thy dreary, walks sball furnish still ; 

Still sweetly, Qji my pensive ear^ 
Shall faU the murmurs iof tlie vilL 
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Oft tkroogh yon dcsoiated grore^ 
Where tnarty a fkded flowVet Met! 

At ev«rfiing'8 shadowy hour ['11 rove, 
KeganUess of ihe froivuiag skies. 

And oft rii to the lonely dell. 

Or to the russet heath repair^ 
To bear the distant viilage-beli 

Sweet vibrate on th*^ expanse of air« 

If, on tbe wild wmg of the blatl^ 

The demon, of destraction fly ; 
May thea ftoiue rusl^-lighvoer the was^ 

With friendly besais,. direct the eye. 

Adieu ! yeglitifrii^ sceinesr adieu- !^ 
Tbat'stole my heart from peace and tmdi*; 

That promuCd pleasure, whiJe yon threw 
Uhisive ^otdoMc o'er my yoaUi t 

Time, to all pictiif^d bliss a £be^ 

Procfaims^ as through its wastes we rangier 
That all «k joy is absent woe>. 

And all our Ufe progsessi^e cktn^e ! 

Sandersons Original Poems. 
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TO HER I LOVE. 



Jln hopes to meet a lover's imme. 
Here shajl the eyes of beauty rove: — 

But only one the song shall claim^ 
The soog that's neant ibr her I love. 

'' And who's the maid/' shall beaut}' asfc^ 
'' That can o'er thee so powerful prove. 

Whose smile impels the lyric task ?** 
Hear my reply— *txs her I Jove. 

Her lips of powV mys te ri otis are. 

Who shall these lines from me approve; 

^ cupid lurkis in ambush there. 
His spell — the voice of her I love. 

To live for love, and sigh fur fame. 
The poet marks — ^behest of Jove ; 

My passions feed a double flame — 
1 sigh for lame, and her 1 love. 

Could I, ^itle you my soul in^ire. 
Thy beauty paint, thy pity move ; 

Then farewell fame ! then farewell lyre ! 
My faoae's the praise «f iier J lo>ve* 
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Full many a maid, with magic skill. 
The bard arrays, his art to prove ; — 

His soDg may scatter charms at will. 
But mine is grac'd by her I love. 

Thy charms shall lend it wiogs to fly 

er hill and valley, plain arid gmve : — 
The passport to a Jover's sigh 

Shall be the name of her I love. 

Oh ! maid beloved ! Oh ! lyre adom'd ! 

Who now shall dare the song reprove? 
By thee adinrr*d — their ^owns are scorn'd, 

1 only write to her I hve. 

Morning Herald. 



1* * 



ELEGY. 

Sigh not, ye winds, as passing' tfer ' 
The chambers of the dead 5*0U % ; ' 

Weep not, ye dews, for these'do more' ' / 
Shall ever weep, shdl ever^gh. 

Why mourn the throbbing he^rt at r^t?' 
How still it lies within the breiist! '• 
Why. mourn, since death presents us peAce^ 
And in the grave our sorrow j& cfease i " - 
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The shattered bark by adverse winds^ 
Rest in this peaceful haven finds ; 
And^ when the storins of .lif<^ are past, 
Hope drops her anchor here at last. 

Sigh :not, ye winds> ats, passing o'er 
The chambers of the dead you fly ; 

Weep not, ye dews, for these no more 
Shall ever weep, shall eyer i^igh. 

Mn. Hunter. 



THE EVENING STAR. 

* ■ * * ■ 9 

JtIIail, Hesperus ! .bright torch of beauty's queen. 
Dear sacred gem of dewy evening, hail ! 

So shine thy rays above her spangled sheen. 
As glows the moon above thy radiance pale. 

When to th' accustom- d fair; my fop tsteps. stray. 
Now timely, sbit^e, for, jp! the changeful moon 

Drives her dim chariot in the.bbze of day. 
And envious seta ere half the night, be done. 

No plunder tempts me thro' thetreaolvrous sh^ide ; 

For me no nigbiiy traveller shall mourn : 
'Tis love that calls .thee, be his, voice obey'd ; 

Sweet is her love^and claims a sweet return. 

.Translated J rom Moschus, 
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ODE TO A CRICKET. 



JLiTTLB gaest, with merry throaty 
That cturpest by my taper's light, ' 

Come, prolong thy blithsome note, 
l^elcome visitaat'of Digbt. 

Here enjoy a cdm retreat. 

In my chimney safely dwell. 
No rude band thy haunt diali beat. 

Or chase thee from thy lonely cell. 

Come, recount me all thy woes. 
While around us sighs the gale ; 

Or, rejoic*d to find repose, 
Cliarm me with thy merry tale. 

Say, what passion moves thy breast. 
Does some flame employ thy care i 

Perhaps with love thou art opprest, 
A mournful victim to despair. 

Sheltered from the wintry wind. 
Live and sing, and banish care ; 

Here protection thou shalt find, 
Sympathy has brought thee here. 

Davis^s Travels in America. 
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Tas»...-D. ...... 

WITH A BINO* 

jEjmblem of happioesflr^ n^ bought^, nof sok^ 

Accept this modest ring of virgio gold. 

Love in the small^.but perfect circle^, traoe^^ 

And duty in its soft, but strict embrace. 

Plain, precious, pure,. as best becomes the wife; 

Yet firm to bear the frequent rubs of life^ 

Connubial love disdains a fragile toy. 

Which mst can tarnish,. or a touch destroy; 

Hot much admires what courts the gen'ral gaze. 

The dazzling di'mond's meretricious blaze. 

That hides with glare the aeguishiof a.heart 

By nature hard, tho' polish'd bright — ^by art 

More to thy taste the ornament that shows 

Domestic bliss, and, without glaring, glows ; 

Whose gentle pressure serves to keep> the miad 

To all correct, to one discreetly kind. 

Of simple elegance th* unconscious charm ; — 

The holy amulet to keep from harm ; 

To guaird at once, and consecrate the shrine. 

Take this dear pledge — it makes, and keeps, thee 

mine. 

W. D, (her husband.) 



26 
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CANZOxNET, 



ADY ! when, witb glad surpnse^ 
1 meet thy soft and shaded eyes, 
Or, lost ill dreams of love, behold 
Thy waving locks of darken *d gold,^ 
Or press thy lip, whose dew discloses 
Sweety, that seem the bveatli of roses ; 
Lady ! I sigh — and, with a tear. 
Swear earth is heaven — if tliou ai*t near t 



But when (the hour of transport o'erV 
My soul's delight is seen no more, 
KemembVing all thy host of charms," 
I tremble then with wild alarms ; ' - 
And, taught by jealous doubt, discover 
In every gazing youth, a lover ;. 
Confessing, with a silent tear,^ 
That heaven and liell are woudVous ncarf 

Lord StruH^ord* 
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ON A PURSE, 

PRESENTED BY A YOtJNG LADY. 

O TELL me how, and where, and when 

Can 1 return the obligation ; 
Alas ! will my poetic pen 

Do justice to my inclination ? 

' Tis surely miich the shortest way, 

And to the ear, I think, as pleasant. 
In simple prose at once to say, 
. *' Dear girl, L thank you for your present." 

But as th.e ladies now-a-days. 

Expect poetical addresses ; 
Without more trifling or delays, . 

My pen with pleasure acquiesces. 

O condescend, ye muses ! pray, 

( First you must know ray theme a purse is ) 
Q kindly teach me what to say. 

To makt: acceptable my verses. 

Delightful theme ! O beauteous purse! 

To give the praises you require. 
Exceeds my weak unskilful verse. 

Exceeds my faint poetic fire. 
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Shall my untutor'd pen profane 

The many virtues you inherit ? 
Can 1 your properties explain^ 

Or give you half the praise yon. merit t 

Ah noc! I yksldithe tank o£ piMie 
To those who4 better can expiam it ; 

A single wish my bosBin 8«vays> 
A single stanza'Sbali contain' itv 

So neat^ so- cbfrrming a- design. 
Was ne'er with such success attempted'; 

And since 'tis destinM to be mine, 
O ! may I nevar see it emptied'! 

The Meteors. 



HYMN FOR THE SONS OF THE CiEKGY. 

Jrlow blest those olive plants that grow 
Reoeath the altat's^ saered shade, 

Where streams of'foesli instruction flow. 
And conxfort^s huml)le boavd is i^pread. 

'Twas tbuB die swidk>w rear'd her young. 
Secure within the bouse of God, 

Of whom tfie royal prophet siing. 
When banisli'4 fmm the blest^bode* 
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Wheii> Uke the swallow-s tender ^brdod, 
Tkey leave the Jcind paleraal di)tte> 

On weary wing to lieek their food» 
Or find in other climes a borne ; 

Vi^ere'er they roam^ where'er they rest. 
Thro* all the varied scenes of life. 

Whether with tranquil plenty blest. 
Or doom'd to share the deadly strife : 

Still may the streams of grace divine 
Glide softly m^r dienr.deflriaus'Wigr:; 

And faith'3 fair 4ight neteiidy shine, 
i^ehaagfe their daxknqits intojiby. 

Still may they> witfa patovnid hnse^ 
Each tQlher s ahield jand aid jaepome ; 

And while ;thro' distant (f€«h&s#jb»ey irWfis 
ikunqmbiEM: stiU^lbmricbildhood's home; 

The simple 4ife, (the frugal l&i;e. 
The kind pateffninl ciHii¥>ek gii^'n. 

The tender Ipve, j^h0ilH(9ustciN5e> 

31biat iQ^rly widgM^eir )iopes to heav'il* 

Atnd >wb^n ^the ev!aai(^; shades ideclipe. 
And ^,hen lffe*;S ^toilsome task i^.a'er. 

May they each eatlWy w,i$h resign, 
.Af^d holler, happier climes explore. 
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And when the faithful shepherds view 
Each ransom'd flock around them ^read^ 

How will they bless the plants that grew 
Beneath the altar s sacred shade ! 

Mrs. Qrant. 



CANZONET. 

« ■ 

SiK9B in this dreary vale of lear^ ^ 

No certainty, but death appears^ 
Why should we waste our vernal years 

In hoarding useless treasui?<e-? 
jjo — ^let the young and ai'dejit mind 
Become the friend of buw^n kindj. . - 
And, in the get^Vous service find * r 

A source of purer pleasure. 

Belter to live, despis'd and poor. 
Than gailt's eternal stings eiid ure ; 
The future smiles of God shall cure 

The wound of earthly woes. 
Vain wwld ! did we hut rightly feel 
What ills thy treachVons ch?OTas conceal. 
How would we long frpm thee to steal 

To death-rand sweet repose- 

Lord Strangford. 
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THE WELCOME EVEN tNG. 



Ijet those that know no other bliss. 
Than this poor d^^ing^ life can give. 

Sigh when they think how short it is. 
And how precariously we live. 

But thou, my soul, Hast joys in store, 
May'st say, at ev'ry setting sun, 

■Courage, nay heart, come, one day more 
Of -a vain vexing life is gone. 

Hall ye, sweet ev'ning shades! a}l hail! 

Drive those intruding cares away ; 
Hide with your kind relieving Veil 

The sick'ning vanities of day. 

Wrapt in these gentle shades I rest. 

Hid from the world, the world from me ; 

But oh ! none knows how I^m blest 
In this divine obscurity; 

Thro* groves of bliss liefem to stray. 
And, in the thickest glooms of night, 

I shine in everlasting day. 

And blaze with inteHectual light. 
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While half the world dreaaij ^rt^ and sleep^ 
Aod half cheats fight, curse, rave, and groaoy 

Then I my silent Jabiriceep, 
And hold my festival alone. 

'Till morning's melancholy dawn 

Lets in conftision and the day^ 
And noise and torn alt hurry on. 

And chase tweet Salon's peace away:: 

How dolefbl dl themrorld seems then ! 

How dismal what we here call day ! 
The earth seems one vast howling den. 

And men likeiav^nous heasts of prey. 

Oh ! what is all that men call liglit. 
Life, music, pomp, delight, and^niirth. 

But raving dreams, and hideous ni^ht,. 
Howling aad ^pectrefi, hell and deatii i 

When will th* eternal monmig dawn 

fiet'in salvation, 'and irue day i 
Restore -sweet iSaleniHs joys again, . 

And chase this hiinying time away* 

Eev. W. Bicfhardi. 
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5EPITAPH- 



JSenE'ATh the droppings of tbi^'q^otft, 
Thefe lies the^body once «o stout 
Of Francis Thompson ; 
A soul this carcase once posse.Hs*d> 
Which for its virtues' was caress'd 
By aH who knew the owner best. 
The ^Kufford records can declaire 
His actions^ who for seventy j^ear 
Both drew and drank its potent been 
Fame mentions not> in all that time^ 
In this great butler the least criaie 

To stain his reputation ; 
To Envy's self we now appeal. 
If aught of fault she can reveal^ 
To make her declaratioii. 
Then rest, good shade^ nor hell^ nor vermin fear^ 
Thy virtues guard>thy soul^ thy bo4y good strong been 
Jle died July 6lh, 1739, aged 83. 

OUerton Ciurek Yard. 
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THE SIGH. 

▼T iiKN youth bis fairy reign began. 
Ere sorrow had prociaim'd me man ; 
While peace the present hour beguifd. 
And all the lovely prospect sniird. 
Then Mary, 'mid my lightsome g|ee, 
I heav'd the painless sigh for thee. 

And w!ien along.the waves of woe 
My harrass'd heart was doom'd to know. 
The frantic burst of outrage keen. 
And the slow pang that gnaws unseen 4 
Then, shipwreck'd on life's stormy sea, 
I heav'd an anguisb'd sigh for thee. 

But soon reflection's pow^r impress'd 
A stiller sadness on, my breast. 
And sickly hope, with waning ey^^. 
Was well content to droop aj?d diet. 
I yielded to the stern decree. 
Yet heav'd a languid sigh for thee. 

And, tho' in different climes to roam 
A wanderer from my native home ; 
I fain would sooth the sepse of care, , . 
And lull to sleep the joys that were. 
Thy image may not banishM be> 
Still, Mary, ^tiil I sigh for ithee. 

S. T. Coteridge. 
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BY A LADY 

DESERTED BY HER LOVEB. 



I CAUGHT a brfght fantastic cloud. 

And in the glittVing moonlight dress'd it ; 

Then, of the beauteous pageant proud. 
Too fondly to my bosom press'd it. 

I fancied by the dubious Hght, 

I saw my phantom sweetly smiling ; 

My hosoni throbh'd with wild delight, 
Alt reasons sober fears beguiling. 

What dreanis of joy my soul revolv'd ! 

What pleasant visions hover'd o'er me ! 
Till, by tli*incautiotfs warmth dissolv'd. 

My treasure faded from before me. 

CondemtiM henceforward still to grieve. 
My senses rove in wild confusion ; 

Nor can I scarcely yet believe 
My bliss was all a vain illusion. 

From treacherous hope will I no more 
Deceitful forms of pleasure borrow ; 

But silently my loss deplore. 
And sink a prey to silent sorrow. 

Literary Leisure. 
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«ONG. 

WiTBfv fimt I darM by soft sifrprise 
To breathe my love ia Flavia's ear, 

I saw the mixt sematicms riae 

Of trembling joy, and .pleasing fear^ 

Her cheek forgot its rosy hue. 

For wiiat has art with love to do ? 

But soon the orimson glow fetnro'd, 
Ere fatdf my passion was^exprest. 

The ^ye that clos'd, the cheek that burn^. 
The quiv'ring Jip, the |>anting breast^ 

Shewed that she wished, or thought me true, 

For w!hat4ias art with love^ do ? 

Ah ! speak, I cry*d, thy soft assent; 

She strove to speak, she could but s^g^i ; 
A glance more heavenly eloquent, 

X«ft language nothing to supply. 
She press.'dimy'faandAMith fevvour Qew>; 
For what has art with love to do ; 

Ye praotis'd nymphs, who form your charms 

Byi&shioa's rules, enjoy yotir skill ; 
Torment your swains with false alarms^ 

And, ere you .cure, pretend to kill : 
Still, stilj your «ex*s wiles rpursoe ; 
^Such triohs she leaves to art and you*. 
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Secure of native poWera to^ p]eas)p^, 

My Flavian scorna all mean pretence^. 
Her form- i& eleganee and ease^ 

Her soutis' truth and innocence ; . 
And these^ O heartfelt ecstacy ! 
Sbe gives to honour^. love; and me.. 

MasotCs Paem$m. 



ODE. 

JPower of these awful regions^ hail ! 

For sure some mighty genius roves 
With step unheard^. or loves to sail 

Unseen^ aloug these clifis and groves* 

OV the wild mountain's stormy waste^. 
The shattered crag's impending breast^ 

And rocks by mortal feet untrod ; 
Deep in the murmuring night of woods^ 
Or 'mid the headlong roar of floods^ 

More bright we view the present God. 

More bright^ than if in glittering state 
O ercanopied with gold he sat^ 

The pride of Pbtdian art confess-'d-^ 
Hail, power sublime! thy vot'ry shield; 
O listen to my lay, and yield 

A young, but weary, wanderer, rest. 



399 

But if from rest and silence torn. 
And these lov'd scenes, I roam afar^ 

By fate*s returning surge down borne^ 
To toss in care s turndtiKHis Mi^af y 

Grant me, secure from toil and.stnfe^ 
And all the vain alanua of Iife> 

And aU the rabble s fev'rish nige^ 
Remote in some obscure retreat,; .- 
At least, to pass in freedoia sweet 

The solitude of age. 



Beattie^ 



^■im 



MUTUAL PITVr 



. f 



Tom, ever j<),vial>ev^r gay, : .: 
To appetite a jjlaye/; ■ - >i- 

Still garaes, and diiul^ his life a\vay^,.r 
And laughs to see me grave. 



'Tis thus that we two di^gree^. 

So different is our \^bi4n; , , ' . 
The fellow idlyjauglis M.me^:. ., 

While L could cry.fQr him* , . 
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; WINTfiRv 

- m " ' " ' 

St EBN Winter \ though thy rugged reign 
Chills the pale bosom of the plain^ 
And in deep sighs thy hollow blast 
Tells ni,e the happy hours are past 
That saw meek Spring her blossoms rear^ 
And led. along the infant year ; 
Thy thtek'tihyg glooms, and leafless tree. 
Have charms for Emma, and for me. 

And though theiight-wing'd breeze no more 
Wafts the rich sweets of Summer's store. 
Though Autumn's scene no more beguiles, 
My cot is warm, and Emma smiles. 
Then, Winter, come ! thy storms and rain 
Beat on this- happy roof in vain ; * 
The shiv'ring blast, and leafless tree. 
Have charms for Emma, and for me. 

Then, what avail thy wind and storm^ 
That natui'e's wiih'ring fiice deform> 
If fancy's brisk and sportive lay 
Avvake to pleasure'* witling Sway ; .. **. 
If the quick jest, and lively song, 
Bid the slow night move blithe along? 
For then thy glooms, and leafless tree. 
Have charms for Emma^ and for me. 
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Thu8^ when the bloom, of youtH is dead^ 
And fancy's frolie houm are fled. 
Tranquil, and free from passion's rage^ 
I '11 meet the hoary frost of ag^. 
Then, Winter, come ! these blessings briog;. 
1 sigh not for the gaudy Spring : 
So shall thy gloams, and leafless tree. 
Have chaims for Emma, and for me. 

Robertas Looker-on* 



THE EXCHANGE OF HEARTS. 



^^E pledg'd our love9> my love and I^. 

Me in her arms the maiden clasping,. 
I could not guess the reason why, 

But„ oh ! I trembled like an aspen. 

Her father's lea^e she bid me gain, 
I went, but shook like any reed, 

I strove to act the roan — ia vain. 

We had exchanged our hearts indeed ! 

M.S. 
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THE ANGLER^S WISH. 



iT^otJiLT) T might live near Avon's flow'ry brink, 
^And on the world and my Creator think ; 
Whilst others strive ill-gotten goods t* embrace. 
Would I near Welland had a dwelling place. 

Would I these harmless pastimes might pursue. 
And uncontrolFd might ponds and rivers view ; 
Whilst others spend their time in base excess. 
In drinking, gaming, and in wantonness. 

Would I migiit let my fancy feed its fiH, 
And daily by fresh rivers walk at wHI, 
Whilst others toil in hunting, are perplexed. 
And with unquiet recreations vex'd. 

Would I might view the compass of the sky. 
The flaming chariot of the world's great eye,. 
And fair Aurora lifting up her head. 
Blushing to rise from old Tithonus' bed. 

Would I might walk in woods and forests long, 
In whose cool bowers the birds sing many a song; 
And in the verdant meadows fresh and green, 
Would I might sit, and court the Summer's queen. 

27 Nobbs. 1682. 
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THE VIRCIN'S FIRST liOVE. 



jTbs, sweet's the delight^ when our blushes impait 
The youthful affectiou that glows in the heart; 
When prudence^ and duty, and reason approve 
The timid delight of the virgin's first love. 

But if the fond virgin be destin'd to feel 
A passion she must in her bosom conceal. 
Lest a parent in anger the flame disapprove ; 
Where's then the delight of the virgin's first love i 

If stolen die glance by which love is confess'd. 
If the sigh, when half heav'd,be with terror suppress'd. 
If the whisper of passion suspicion must move ; 
Where's then the delight of the virgin*s first love ? 

Or, if her fond bosom with tenderness sighs 
For a lover who ceases her fondness to prize ; 
Forgetting the vows with which warmly be strove 
To gain the soft charm of the virgin's first love :' 

If, tempted by int'rest, he venture to shun 

The gentle affection his tenderness won. 

With another through passion's soft mazes to rove ; 

Where's then the delight of the virgin's first lovei 
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See lier eye, wben the tale of his falsehood she hean, 
Now beamiog with acorn, wd bow glist'oiog with teais. 
How great is the anguish she^s destined to prove 1 
Farewell the delimit of the virgin's first love* 

No more soft emotion shall glow on her cheek. 
But paleness her bosom's fond agony speak ; 
And dimm*d by aifliction that eye shall now prove. 
Which ^poke the soft warmth of the virgin's first love. 

And see, sad companion of mental distress. 
Disease steals upon her in health^s flalt'ring dress! 
Sure! the blush on that cheek ev'ry fear mqst reqiove; 
Ah ! no, ^its th' effect of the virgin s first love. 

"Still brighter the colour that glows in her cheek ; 
Ilex eye boasts a lustre no language can speak ; 
Oh ! vain are the hopes these appearances move ; 
Fond parent! they spring from the virgin's first love* 

And now quite unconscious that fate hovers near. 
On her face see the smile of contentment appear: 
No struggle, no groan, his dread summons to prove; 
Death ends the fond dream of the virgin's first love. 

\e nymphs! ere your bosoms with tenderness heave. 
Let your choice from a parent glad sanction receive. 
Lest wrong-placM affection's keen sorrows you prove. 
And Hymen ne'er smile on the virgin's first love. 
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But chiefly be save, that the fond favour*d jrocitb 
Is wholly your own^ and devoted to truth ; 
Lest the anguish of slighted affection you prove. 
And death end the dream of the virgin's first love. 

The Cabinet. 



«ONNET, 

W^HEN evVy chafm of life is fled. 
And ev'ry thoaght is filiy with care ; 

When peace, and hopc> and hedtb, are dead> 
And nothing lives but dire despair ; 

When sleep, the wretch's late relief, 
Tho' potent drugs invite his pow'r ; 

Denies one little pause to grief, ' 
The balmy respite of an hour : 

Ah ! wliat can pity*s self devise. 
From farther ills the wretch to save. 

But wish his death, with tender sighs. 
And drop a tear upon his grave! 

Fratfs Gleanings, 
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VERSES 

Hung on the bough of a venerable Walnut Tree 
which dvershadows the burying ground of 

Mr. Waller. 

Stranger^ if virtue, or if verse be dear. 

With pious caution pay thy visit here. 

Planted by him whose sacred dust has laid 

Twice fifty summers underneath this shade; 

Protector of the hallow'd spot I stand. 

To guard this vSEuilt fK>m each unhallowed hand : 

Spare then each branch that canopies the tomb^ 

A part of Waller feeds my verdant bloom ; 

Oh ! spare each leaf that bow'rs the poet's gr&ve, 

Por in each leaf a part of him you save : 

And on the fruits which clust'ring round me grow^ 

A more than vulgar destiny below : 

Taste, but with reverence, kneeling at the shrine^ 

So may'st thou eat, and Waller's muse be thine : 

A second tree of knowledge may I be. 

And unforbidden wisdom shine in thee. 

Beacons/ield Church Yard. 
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TO MY DAUGHTER^ 
Oft Her Marriagt. ' 

Dear to my heart as lifers warm streamj 
Which animates this mortal elay^ 

For thee I court the waiting dfeam^' 
And deck with smiles f he fature day ; 

And thus beguile the present pain^ 

With hopes that we shall meet again* 

Yet will it be as when the past 

Twin'd ev'ry joy^ and care> and thoiQgbt^ 
And o'er onr minds one mantle cast 

Of kind affection finely wrought I 
Ah no \ the groundless hope were vain^ 
For so we ne'er can meet again* 

May he who claims thy tender heart 
Deserve its love, as I have done^ 

For kind and g^tle as thou art. 
If so belov'd, thou'rt fairly won ; 

Bright may the sacred torch remain. 

And cheer thee till we meet again. 

Mrs. Hunter. 
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LOVE. 

TO ANNA. 

Though no spedous skill I show 

On a lie my bliss to raise^ 
Though I cannot troth forego^ 

Nor idenl beauties prcuse ; 
Though by flauVy's honied tongue 

I disdain thy 9011I to move^ 
Though I clnde when thou art wrongs 

Yetj my fedr one^ yet I love* 

Should I^ (teU me) should X swear 
lightning cealser'd in that eye^ 

That thy skin, supremely fair. 

With heaven's purest fleece might vie ^ 

Should I urge the false pretence, 
.Would'st thou not with scorn reprove? 

Yes — thy more exalted sense^ 
Severs flattery from love. 

Must the false one gain the heart. 

Vainly sought without disguise ? 
Shall I spurn the &lse one's pait. 

E'en though Anna is, the prize : 
The hnckney'd oath, die soft'ning sigh. 

Oft, too oft s^cessiul prove ; 
Arts, for my weak grasp too high^— 

I, alas ! have only love. 
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Vew, I ovm, to truth attend. 

Yet I dare expose my heart ; 
If iny words, too free, oflFend, 

Though I dread k> I can part. 
But, which gracious heav'n decree t 

If thou deigQ> but to approve. 
From falsehood, as from flatt'ry, free> 

Take my everlasting love. 

The Monthly Mirror. 



BY A GENTLEMAN 
Omitting to iubscribe hit name to a Letter to a Lady. 

'Tvs true I did forget my name, 

'^ But many a man has done the sam^ 

Ii^ circumstance like mind^^ 

Alas 1 my crazy head's loo prone 

Not pnly to forget my own, •' . 

Put every nstme— but thine. 

Howe'er the means are in your pow*r 
To make me bless it ev'ry hour, 

( Dear charmer, then abet it ) 
Do but unite your name with mine, 
I then shall think it half divine. 

And nevermore forget iu 

MS. 
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LINES 
jiddrcBud^tX) Mr$..Crcm, byjke. Hon. Charles Fox* 

t7 HEN. the loveliest ex|Mre$si6a to features is join'd>. 
6; nature's most delicate pencil design'd^ 
Wheu blushes unbiddeQj and smiles without artj 
Speak the sweetness and feeling that dwells in the 

heart; 
When in manners enchanting no blemish we trace> 
But the soul keeps thepromise we had from the face;.. 
Sure philosophy, reafion^ and coldness must prove 
Defences unequal^ to shield me from love. 
Then, tell me^ mysterious enchantress! O tell ! 
J3y what wonderful art^ by what m^ic spell^ 
My heart is so fenced^ that for once I am wise^ 
Aad gaze without madness on Amoreit's eyes? 
That my wishes, which never were bounded before,. 
Are here bounded by friendsbip, and ask for no more t 
Is't reason i no> that my whole life will belie> 
Por who's so at variance as reason and I ? 
Is't ambition that fills up each* chink of my heart, 
Nor allows for one softer sensation a part i 
Ah ! no^.jfor in this all the world must agree. 
That one folly was never siifticient for me. 
Is my mind on distress so intensely eni})loy*d. 
Or by pleasure relax'tl^ or variety cloy'd i 
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For alike in this only^ enjoyment and pain 

Both slacken the springs of the nerves which they 

strain* 
That IVe felt each reverse which fin^m foftane can 

flow^ 
That I've tasted each bliss which the happiest know. 
Has still been the #hinisicai' fate of my life. 
Where anguish and joy have been ever at strife. 
But tho' vers'd in th' extreme both (^ jdeasure and 

pain. . 
l*m still but too ready to feel them agwi ; 

If then, for this once in my life, I am free^ 

And escap'd from a snare, might catch wiser than rae^ 

'lis that beauty alone but imperfectly charms. 

For tho' brightness may dazzle^^tis kindness^that warms. 

As on suns in the winter with {Measure we gaze. 

But feel not their force, tho' their splendour* we praise> 

So beauty our just admiration may claim, 

But 'tis love, and love only, our hearts can inflame. 

& 



EPITAPH 

Hbbe is my much Iov*d Celia laid. 
At rest from all her earthly labours f 

Glory to God I peace to the dead ! 
And to the ears of aH her neighbours ! 
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VERSES TO A LADY 

WHO REFUSED THJ& KISSES OF HER LOVES^ 

O TURN not those demr ]ip& away. 
But let iifr kiss while yet we may^ 
While yet we may^ for stealing time 
Will ne'er restore those hours of priine» 
Yon blushing' son that sets to night. 
To-morrow rises with new light, , 
But ah ! when once ouf days are done,. 
The shades of endless night come on. 
An hundred kisses then, my fair. 
And BOW another hundred ^pare. 
Another hundred still remain. 
Grant tiben the number o'er again. 
Who kissing can despise, or blame ? 
A chaste delight that's still the same,. 
Where love — is- ever but begun. 
Never, ah! ne^er — to be done. 
Those lips when press^ more lovely grow. 
More sweetly pout, more deeply glow. 
Should I ten thousand kissesngain. 
New stores of bliss would still remain. 
Thus^ tho^ the chaste industrious bee 
Of blooming shrub, or fragrant tree. 
The sweets with greedy joy devours. 
Unhurt he leaves the beauteous flowers. 

MS. 
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THE SLIGHTED MAID. 

JLHE bells that from yon distant tow'r 

So jocund Damon's marriage tell, 
Tho* now they hail bis blissful hour. 

Will 'soon proclaim my fanecal knell: 
Ah ! Damon, ere thy flatt'ring tale 

My nnsuspieiQus nature won,. 
I gaily sivig o'er hill and dale, 

Blythe as the bird that hails the sun. 

Amidst the. hymeneal train. 

Ah ! should it to thy ear be borne-^ 
Thy slighted nymph along the plain 

Strays, wretched rover! all forloHi :-^— 
Say, will a gentle stvuggling sigb 

Escape amidst the festive sc«ie ! ' 
Will memory's retrospective eye 

Look back on days that once have been?: 

When rovingo'er tbehallow'd ground,. 

Encircled all with mournful yew. 
Should the green sod that clasps me round. 

Obtrusive catch' thy careless view: 
Say, as ihon gazest on iwy dust. 

With conscious feelings wilt thou glow I 
And, to thy once iov'd Anna just. 

Will pity's glistening current liow ? 
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Ah^ no ! in earth's cold bosom laid^ 

Let me unwept, forgotten, lie ; 
Nor, tho' 'twould sooth my lonely shade. 

Bestow on me one single sigh — 
' Tvvould wrong the fair, the happy bride. 

Whom kinder fates have joinM to thee ; 
Be then that last sad claim denjd. 

And n^ver once reflect on .me. 

Rev. Thomas Browne^ 



ORIGIN OF THE ORDER OF THE GARTER, 

tr 1 LL the ladies permit me to offer before 'em 
A story well known, and of perfect decorum ? 
When Salisbury's fam'd Countess was dancing with glee. 
The stocking's security fell from her knee ; 
Rival beauties, and courtiers, they could not do less. 
Kindly pitied the fair, and enjoy'd her distress : 
Allusions and hints, sneers and whispers, went round. 
And the trifle was scouted, and left on the ground ; 
But Edward the brave, with true soldier-like spirit. 
Cries, ''The garter is mine, 'tis the order of merit.'* 
The first knights of my court shall be happy to wear 
(Proud distinction) the garter that fell from the fair ; 
Whilst in letters of gold ('tis your monarch's high will) 
Shall these words be inscrib'd, '' 111 to him who thinks 
ill." MS. 



414 



INSCRIPTION 
For a Cavern in the Vale of Glamorgan. 



I, intro 1 nee timeat Justus feciemqae cavenia» 
Ceu quanquam noctis scdes tenebrosa videtur, 
CKCemm ad Elyili campot certissima pomu 



O thou^ who hither cbm'st &om far. 
From tranquil vales^ or fienct-Iifce war^ 
From Wolga's fiercely rolling tide. 
Or Arar*s banks (whose tranquil side 
IVith thyme so sweetly coverM o'er) 
Here rest ! and try the world no more ! 
Here, where flowers of beauteous hue. 
In modest pride attract thy view. 
Where rills from mountain heights descend 
In gurgling streams, and slowly bend 
" Their wandVing courses down the vale. 
Where peace and blooming health prevail. 
And where the birds their notes prolong. 
Sigh to the woods their sweetly varying song* 

O pilgrim! fly from evVy earthly woe. 

And taste those raptures which these scenes bestow ; 

Fly from the world ! beset with passions rude. 

And own no home but. blissful solitude. 

Mirror* 
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SPECTACLES-, 

OR, HELPS TO READ. 

INHERE gently swinging o'er the gate. 

The royal lion hugs hts chaia, 
Deck'd in a tawny hide, aad wig 

( Instead of mane ) 
As frizzled and as big 
\As that which clothes the wisest judge's pate.— 
The village club, inspired by beer. 
Had met, the chronicle to hear. 
Which, weekly, to the list'ning crowd, 
Aaron, their clerk, proclaim'd aloud. 

While talking over state affairs. 
Each fault in politics discerning. 
And praising Aaron's woiid'rous learning, 

A hawker came to vend his- wares ; 
The well-pack'd box his aged shoulders prest. 
And his rough beard descended to his breast. 

^' Veil, shentlemen, vat you vant to buy i 
Goot razors, knives, vate'er you chase, 
Vatch-keys, or buckles for de shoes ; 
Or do you stand in need 
Of spectacles^ vich help to read ?'* 
**' Do you sell helps to read ? ^ Hodge cries. 
And yawns, and rubs his drowsy eyes; 

'^ Hand me a pair, — ^at least I'll try ; 
Who knows, but, when the old man's dead, 
I may be clerk in Aaron's stead." 
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"So said^ te fixM them on his snout. 
And 8tar*d, and wink'd, and looked about. 

But all in vain : 
'^* Perhaps'de soight's too old,** the pedlar criesy 
Sher, try anoder pair.; 
I^se, sher, vill slivte yon toe hair.'' 
-Again the bumkin try'd; 

His eyes ran o'er the page again. 
Bat all was dark and puzzling as before. 

" Veil, sir,** cryM Moses, ^' can y«a now see better ^ 
*' Not I," quoth Hodge, with aagpEy roar ; 

" I cannot tell a letter." 
Then madly stamp'd and rav^d. 
Swearing he'd have the cheating Hebrew shav'd ; 
He'd dock his chin, he'd nK>W'his grisly beard. 
Vy, sher," ciy'd Moses, stiiving to be heard. 
Perhaps jf^u cannot' read, 9,ud if 'tis so. 
Noting vill help you out, you know ; 

De spectacles are very goot indeed,. 
But den, perhaps you never vent to school."' 

" What," growl'd'the clown, with fiery eye. 
And rcdden'd fece, whose anger you might see,.-^ 
*^ D'ye take metfor a fool ? 
If I could say » my A, B, C, 
What neediiave I 
For any helps to read r" 

J. Btittouy Jun. 
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THE WYE. 



Soft as those tear-besprinkled smiles 
Which deck with loves each pitying eye> 

This wandMng river woe beguiles^ 
And steals an hour from misery. 

Tender is the mellow hue 

Wliich softens all the evening hour ; 
Tliis stream displays as soft a view^ 

And wakes a sympathetic pow'r«. 

Sweet is the shore the Arabs boast^ 
With roses cover*d^ and with gum. 

The Wye, as sweet, delights us most,. 
Since far remov'd from worldly^ bum. 

Soft is the strain that sooths the mind^ 

Disposing all the soul to weep f 
So soft, so mild, so gently wind 

These lovely waters to die deep. 

Mirror. 
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TO A COQUETTE. 

JL £S, we win part, these stifled sighs 
Shall smother evVy spark of fire. 

Which those two heaven-created eyes 
Seem*d still so willing to inspire. 

Perhaps, dear girl, you'll ask, what crime 
Could thus so suddenly subdue 

A flame so ardent, so sublime. 
As that which once I felt for you ? 

No crime, no sin, perhaps mankind 
May laugh at scniples / regret ; 

Sweet maid, as I am not guite blind, 
I find thou art a true coquette. 

Then flaunt along the crowded street. 
Attract all hearts too if you can. 

Charm ev'ry coxcomb that you meet. 
And only lose-^an honest man. 

Thus Indian folly you surpass. 
Who (as by travellers we're told) 

Are charm'd with little bits of glass. 
And buy them witlv their purest gold. 
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And Wheft your fading roses fly, 
Your lilies are no longer seen. 

Ah ! may you ne*er have cause to cry. 
How very foolish I have been. 



Mirror* 



THE LADY'S ANSWER. 

Yes, we will part — I see tis vain 
To hold you in the graceful chain 

Of elegance and fashion : 
Before your stormy jealous sighs. 
Love spreads his silken wings and flies, 

Scar'd at the gust of passion. 

Why should you hope that you alone 
Should mount my heart's divided throne. 

So obstinate and mulish ? 
Would you enchain a woman's will ? 
Then bid the raging sea be still ! 

I'm sure you're very foolish. 

Ah, if poor women were to die 
Merely for their coquettry. 

Or veering like the weather. 
Impartial justice^ so sublime. 
Would gather them in every clime. 

And hang us all together. 
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Bat ere I close my flippant strain> 
Were all nien hang'd £br being vain, 

(Now pray be not ofiended) 
Lamenting, heaven would shortly see 
Boik uses huddled on the tree^ 

And so the world be ended. 



Mirror^ 



ADVICE TQ A FRIEND. 

Gtazr not, my fiiend, on Celiacs eye. 
Where thousand loves in anrbush wait ; 

Now, while thou canst, the danger fly. 
Nor dare^ like me, to tempt thy fate. 

Those charms I yiew'd in luckless hour. 
Awe-struck as Persians at the sun ; 

My bosom own'd their instant pow'r, 
I did but look> and wa& undone. 

So through the air with winged force 
And deadly aim the bullet flies ; 

Although unseen its trackless course^ 
The warrior feels it^ ai^d he dies. 

Maunde. 
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3UCHARD PLANTAGENET. 

A LEGENDARY TALE. 

^^ JLhb work is doiie^ the structure is coinplete> 
Long may this produce of my humble toil 

Uninjur'd standi and echo long repeat. 

Round the dear walls, Benevolence and Moyle.*** 

So Richard ispake, as he surveyM 

The dwelling he had rais'd ; 
And^ in the foUness of his heart. 

His gen'rous patron praisM. 

Him Moyle o*«rheard, whose wand 'ring step 

Chance guided had that w-ay^ 
The workman's mien he ey'd intent. 

Then earnest thus did say : 

'* My mind, I see, misgave me not. 

My doubtings now are clear. 
Thou oughtest not, in poor attire. 

Have dwelt a menial here. 

* Sir Thomas Moyle, possessor of Eastwell Place, in the county 
of Kent, in the year 1540, gave Richard Plantagenet (who for many 
years had been his chief bricklayer) a piece of ground and permission 
to build himself a house thereon. The poem opens just when Rich« 
ard is supposed to have finished this ta^* Eastwell Place hat since 
been in the possession of the Earls of Winchelsea* 
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* To drudgery, and servile toil. 

Thou could'st not be decreed 
By birth and blood, but thereto wrought 

By hard o'er-ruling need. 

f* Is it not so ? That crimson glow. 

That flushes o'er thy cheeky 
And dowQ-<»st eye, true answer give. 

And thy tongue need not speak. 

^ Oft have I mark'd thee, when unseen 

Thou thought'st thyself by all. 
What time the workman from his task 

The evening bell did call? 

^* Hast thou not shunn'd thy untaught mates. 

And to some secret nook. 
With drooping gait, and musing eye. 

Thy lonely step betook i 

** There hath not thy attrition dwelt 

Upon the letter'd page. 
Lost, as it seemM to all beside. 

Like some sequeater'd sage i 

'' And wouldst thou not, with eager haste. 

The precious volume bide. 
If sudden some intruder's eye 

Thy musings hath descried i 
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/^ Oft have I deem'd thou couldst explore 
The Greek and Roman page. 

And oft have yearn'd to view the theme. 
That did thy hours engage. 

*' But sorrow, greedy, grudging, coy. 

Esteems of mighty price 
Its treasurM cares, and to the world 

The scantiest share denies ; 

All as the Miser's heaped hoards. 

To him alone confined, 
Xhey serve, at once, to sooth and pain 

The wretched owner's mind. 

'* Me had capricious fortune doom'd 

Thine equal in degree. 
Long, loi^g ere now, I had desir'd 

To know thine history : 

^^ But who their worldly honours wear 
With meekness chaste and due. 

Decline to ask, lest the request 
Should bear commandment's hue. 

'' Yet now thy tongue hath spoke aloud 

Thy grateful piety. 
No lopger he thy story kept' ' 

In painful secrecy. 
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^ Gxxe me to know thy dawn of life ; 

Unfold, with simple truth. 
Not to thy master, but thy friend. 

The promise of thy youth* 

^ Now, late in life, 'tis time, I ween. 
To give thy labours o'er ; 

Thy well-worn implements lay by^ 
And dmdge and toil no more. 

^' Here shalt thou find -a quiet rest. 
For all thy days to oome. 

And every comfort that may serve 
T' endear thy humble home* 

'' Hast thon a wish, a hope to frame. 

Beyond this neat abode f 
Is there a good, a higher blissy 

By me may be bestow'd ? 

'' I« there within thy aged breast 
The smallest aching void ? 

'' Give me to know thy longings all. 
And see them all supply'd. 

" All I entreat, in lieu, is this. 
Unfold, with simple truth. 

Not to thy master, but thy friend. 
The promise of thy youth." 
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So gen'roua Moyle intent bespake 

The long enduring man,* 
Who rais'd) at length, his drooping head, 

And^ sighing, thus began : 



mCHAfiD PLANTAGENET 

RECITETH HIS TALE* 

jIa RD task to -any, but thyself, to tell 
The story of •my birth and treach'rous fate. 

Or paint the tumuks in my breast that swell^ 
At recollection of my infant state ! 

Oft have I laboured to forget my birth. 

And check'd remembrance, wlien, in cruel wise. 

From time's abyss she would 4;he tale draw forth. 
And place my former self before my eyes* 

Yet I complain not, tho* I feel anew, 
All as I -speak, fell fortune's bitter spite. 

Who once set affluence, grandeur, in my view. 
Then churlish snatch'd them&om my cheated sight. 

JVnd yet it may be — is — ^nay, must be best, 

Whate'er Jieav'n's righteous laws for man ordain^ 

Weak man! who lets one sigh invade his breast. 
For earthly grandeur, fugitive as vain! 

^ He served near sixty yeais at EastwelL 
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Percbance conlentment had not been my mate, 1 

If in exalted iife my feet bad trod. 
Or my hands borne, in transitory state. 

The victor's truncheon, or the xuler's rod. 

My curse, perchance, had been one dazzling glare 
OF splendid pride, and I in vain had sought 

The quiet comforts of this humble sphere. 

Rest undJsturb*d, and reason's tranquil thought. 

But whither roam li 0\ forgive, ray kind. 

My honoured lord, this undesign'd delay. 
Forgive, while in my new-awaken'd mind 

A thousand vague ideas fondly play. 

Enough ! — they're flown — and now my tongue prepares. 
Thou source of every good by me possest. 

To pour a tale into thy wondVing ears. 

Full three«score years dose lock'd within my breast 

Of those care*woven, long protracted years. 
Some sixteen summers pass'd obscurely on, 

A stranger to the world, its hopes, and fears. 
My name, birth, fortunes, to myself unknown. 

Plac'd in a rural, soft, serene retreat. 

With a -deep-learned divine I held abode. 
Who sought, by pious laws and conduct meet^ 

The way to immortality and God, < 
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By him instructed^ I attained the sweet. 

The precious blessings that from learning fIow> 

He faQn*d in my young breast the genial heat. 
That bids th' expanding mind with ardor glow. 

He taught me with delighted eye to trace 
The comely beauties of the Mantuan page^ 

Enraptur'd mix with Tully^s polish'd grace^ 
Or catch the flame of Homer $ martial rage. 

Nor stopt he there. Preceptor excellent, 
Nor deemed that wisdom lay in books alone^ 

But would explain what moral virtue nieant. 
And bid us make our neighbour's woes our own. 

Heav'ns genuine pity glist'ning in his eyes. 
The sweets of chaxity he would instill. 

And teach what blessedness of comfort liea 
In universal mercy and good-will. 

So taught this pious man, so thought, so did. 
Squaring his actions to his tenets true; 

His counsel or relief to none denied, 
A general good, like heav'n's all-^^iieering dew ! 

Thus guided, thus informed, thus practice-drawn. 
In guileless peace my spring of life was spent^ 

My leisure hours I sported o'er the lawn. 
Nor knew what restless care or sorrow meant. 
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A courteous stranger, ever and anon. 

My kind instructor's due reward supplied ; 

But stiil my name, my birth, alike unknown. 
Wrapt in the gloom of secrecy lay hid. 

One autumn-nrorn X the time I well recall ) 
That stranger drew me from my soft fetreat, 

And led my footsteps to a lofty hall. 

Where state and splendor seem'd to hdld their seat. 

Thro* a long range of fipacious gilded rooms 
Dubious I paas'd, admiring as I went. 

On the rich-woven labours of the looms. 
The sculptured arch, or painted roof intent. 

i/iy guide, at length, withdrew ; wrapt in suspense 
And fear I stood, yet knew not what I fear'd ; 

When straight to my appalFd, astounded sense^ 
A man of noble port and mien appeared. 

His form commanded and his visage aw*d. 
My spirit sunk as he advanced nigh. 

With stately step along the iloor he trod, 
Tix*d on my face his penetrating eye. ' 

The dancing plumage o'er his front wavM high, 

Thidk-studded ribs of gold adorned his vest. 
In splendid folds his purple robe did fly. 
And royal emblems glitter'd on his breast. 
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I sought to bend me^ but my limbs refused 
Their wonted office^ motionless and chill ; 

Yet somewhat, as the figure I perus'd, 
A dubious joy did in my mind instill* 

While thus 1 cowr'd beneath his^ piercing eye. 
He saw and strove to mitigate my fear, 

Soft'ning the frown of harsh austerity 

In his bold brow, which nature grafted there. 

With speeches kind he cheer'd my sinking heart. 
Questioned me much,.andstrok'dmy drooping head : 

Yet his whole mind he seem'd not to impart. 
His looks implied more than his speeches said.^ 

A broider'd purse,, which weighty seem'd with gold. 
He gave me then,. and kindly press'd my hand;. 

And thus awhile did stay me in his hold. 
And on my face did meditating stand*. 

His soul w or d hugely, and his bosom^ swelFd,, 
As tho' some mighty thing he yearn'd to say,. 

But (with indignant pride the thought repell'd ) 
He started, frowa'd, and snatch'd himself away;. 

My guide returned, and reconducted me 
Tow'rd the abode of my Preceptor kind; 

A man he seem'd of carriage mild and free. 
To whom I thought i might unload my mind. 
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Without reserve I told him all that pass'd^ 
Striving by mine his confidence to gain ; 

Then my enquiries frank before him cast^ 
Hoping some knowledge of myself t' attain. 

I ask*d what wond'rous cause^ yet nndescry*d> 
Urg'd him his time and zeal for me t' employ ; 

And why that man of dignity and pride 
Had deign'd his notice to a stranger boy. 

Confus'd^ yet undispleas^d^ my guide appear'd^ 

Nougiit he divuig'd ( tho^ much he seemM to know) 

Save this, which he with earnest look aver'd^ 
** No obligation, youth, to me you owe ; 

" I do but what my place and duty bid. 

With me no kindred drops of blood you share. 

Yet (hard to tell ! ) your birth must still be hid ; 
Enquire no farther — honour bids, forbear." 

Thus he reprov'd, yet did it wilii a look. 
As tho* he pitied my sensations keen ; 

Patient I bow'd me to his mild rebuke. 
And pledged obedience, with submissive mien. 

He left me at my Tutor*s soft abode. 
And parting, bless'd me by the holy cron ; 

My heart wax'd sad, as he re-trac'd the road. 
And seem'd to have sustain'd some mighty loss. 
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But soon tumultous thoughts began gave way, 
Luird by the voice of my Preceptor sage ; 

Unquiet bosoms he could well allay. 

His looks could soften, and his words assuage* 

Unruly care from him was far remov'd. 

Grief's veildest murmurs at his breath would cease ; 
O ! in his blameless life how well he prov*d 

The house of goodness is the house of peace ! 

Here I again enjoy'd my sweet repose. 

And taught my heart, with pious wisdom fiU'd, 

No more with anxious throb to seek disclose 

What stubborn fate had doom'd to lie conceal'd. 

But long these fond delusions did not last. 
Some sterner pow'r my rising life controul'd. 

My visionary hopes too swiftly past. 

And left my prospects, dreary, dark, and cold. 

When rugged Marcb o'er-mlea the growing year. 
Have we not seen the sun, with treach'rous ray. 

Shine out awhile, then instant disappear. 

And leave to damp and gloom the future day ? 

So dawn'd my fate, and so deceiv'd my heart. 
Nor wean'd me from my hopes, but cruel tore ; 

In one unlook*d-for moment, bade me part 
From all my comforts to return no more* 
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My guide once more arriv*d^ tho*^ as of late. 
Of soft deportment be appeared not novv;, 

But wild impatience fluttered in his gait^ 
And care and thought seem'd busy on his brow* 

** RisCj youth^r he said, *^ and mount this rapid steed^' 
I argued not ; his bidding strait was done ;. 

Proud-<:restedwa8 the beast, of warlike bi^ed^. 
Arm'd at all points, with rich caparison. 

We communed not — such heat was in our speedy. 

Scarcely would it allow me pow*r of thought,. 
^Till eve, deep- painted with a burning red,. 

To Boswortb field our panting coursers bioughl. 

Who hath, not beard of Bosworth's fatal plain,. 

Where base- advent'rers did in compact join 
'Gainst chiefs of prowess high, and noble strain. 

And lowVd the crest of York's imperial line ? 

Now verging on that memorable ground. 
Our course we stay'd — ^yet we aliglued not;. 

Fiird with astonishment I gaz'd around. 
While in my glowing breast my heart grew hot. 

Thick-station'd tents, extended wide and far. 
To th' utmost sinetch' of sight could I behold. 

And banners fluttVmg in the whistling air. 
And archeirs trimly dight,. and prancers bold. 
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The sinking sun, with richly burnisVd glow; 

Now to his western chamber made retire. 
While pointed spears^ quick shifting t«3 and fro^ 

Seem'd ail as spiral flames of hottest fire. 

Promiscuous voices fiD'd the floating gale. 

The welkin echo'd with the steed's proud neigh; 

The bands oft turn'd and ey*d the western vale. 
Watching the closure of departing day. 

Light vanish'd now apace, and twilight grey 
With speed unusual mantled all the ground. 

The chieftains to their tents had ta'en their way. 
And centinels thick-posted watch'd around* 

As sable night advanced more and more. 
The mingled voices lessened by degrees. 

Sounding at length, as, round some craggy shore; 
Decreasing murmurs of the ebbing sei^« 

Now towVd the tents awhile we joumey'd on 
With wary pace, then lighted oi^the ground. 

Befriended by the stars, that brightly shone. 
And fires, that cast a trembling gleam around. 

With hasty foot we press'd the dewy sod. 
Fit answer making to each station'd guard ; 

When full before us, as we onward trod, 
A maitial form our further progress barr'd. 

29 
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He seem^cl m tte»' be tber« did iisi'mi^ stand. 
His face <kepHDufBed in hit foUed cloak ; 

Now tbrew it ivide» snatcb'd quick ray dubious haud^ 
And to • aeighb'riag ieot bis apeed betook. * 

With glowing crimson ibe ipa^viUcm sbeoe^ 

Reflected by tbe k)% tape's ray^ . 
The jpolijib'd armour^ br^bt aod deft to doD> 

Beside tbe royii couch ia order by. 

The ciowii ioiperial glitterVl ia mme eye. 
With ?arious gems maguificeally grac'd. 

Nigh whicbf as meant to guard its digaky, 
A wei^ty cvrtleue uoslsie^'d was piac'd. 

The chief unbonnetted^ and drew me ni^ 
Wrapt in a deepened gloom bis face app^i^^d 

Like tbe dark k>wViogs of the clouded sky. 
Ere tba big-bufstiag tempests voice is beai4«. 

Revenge, impatience^ all that mads tbe af&a]. 
All that deapi^ and frenzy's flame iQ«&pLres> 

Shewn by the tapers, in his eyes did roU^ 
Hot meteors tbey amid tbe lesser fires« 

Tho^ each dark line I could not inily iM^an, 
Yet thro' the veil of his distemper'd mien. 

Broke forth a likeness of that lofty man^ 
Whom, whilom, at the palace I bad seeo< 
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To quell his feelings huge be sternly tiy'd. 
Holding stroBg combat with his fighting aouI^ 

Cresting bimfielf witb more than earthly pride^ ' 
As tbo' froBi pp«f*r supreme he $com'd cootroiil. 



At length (in part suhdti'd his tronblod breasi) 
On my impatieht ear these accents broke, 

( I pale and U-ecnbling as th' aUentii^e priest. 
Who waits 4;be inspirings of his joayalic oak!) 

'^ Wonder no jaaore why tbou art' hither hfooghl> f. 

Th^ seccet of thy btrtb shall now. be shewn; 
With glorious ardoi* be iliy bosom fraught. 

For know, thou ait iaiperiai Hichaad's son* 

*^ Thy figMlier I, who &>ld thee iii my arms. 

Thou royal issue of Plantagenet ! 
Soon as my pow'r bath queil'd these loud akroM, 

Tbou shalt be known, be bonour'd, and be gneatt 

'' Rise from the groand^ and dry thy flowing teartj 
To nature's dues be other hours assigned ! 

Beset with foes, solicitude, and cares. 

Par other thoughts must now possess the mind. 
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To-morrow,* boy, I combat for my crown. 
To shield from soil my dignity and fame : 
Presumptuous Richmond seeks to win renown. 
And on my ruin raise his upstart name : 

• The battle of Bosworth field was fought August 22nd, 1485* 
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^ He Iead» yon sbaUow renegadoband. 

Strangers to war and haswdons emprize^ 
And 'gainst the nugbty cbiefitatosof the ian^^ 
and nnskill'dj a despVate eeafliet tries. 



** Yet sinoe assuranee is not giv'n i» inan^ 
Nor can ev'n kings comoMnd tb^ event efm%r. 

Since peevish chance can foil the subtlest plaa 
Of human akiU, and hurl our schemes in air* 

^ ToHsiorraw's sun behoI<b me eonqoeror^ 
Or sees me low among the skugbterVi lie; 

Richard shall never grace ti viictor's gblt. 
But glorious win the -fields orglofioiss^die. 

*' But thou> my son> beed-^ ob^ymy ykncd. 
Seek not to mingle iilaheiwiU aflmy ;- 

Far from the winged shaift^aild >g]eaibing »aohd^ r T 
Patient await the issue. o£<lie4i^.' < v ii 

^' North of our camp tbetetstaifids a rkiilglnottiid^ '/ 
(Thy guide awaits l^ile^^tfaeetm^the way).M ^< ^ 

Thence shalt thou rule the pro^ct- wide around^ 7 
And view each chance^ead^aii^yemaait'Of the finy. 

" If righfSeous fiute t6 me tbeconqwst yield,' • h 
Then shall thy noble birth' lo aH b^knowo$ a ^' 

Then boldly seek the centre pf the iieldj' /< ' T 
And midst my laimnelFd bahds my Son I'lliown; * 
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*' But if blind chflncei that seld' determines rights 
Rob me atoiuee of eriipire and feiiouii^ 

Be sure ^y -father^s eyes are closVl in night, 

life were tlisgiNiee when cbmce had reft my crown. 

'^ ^o means a^kA thee theii, but instant flight. 
In dark ^eotieeafm^nt ntn^t f hou Teii thy hiead; 

On Ricbard'ad'ftietids their fellest rage and spite 
His fiifies trill wreak, and fear «v'n Kiehard deadw 

*' Begone^ my ionj This one embrace ! Alrliy ! 

Some short i-eftet:itioiis claim this awful tlight: 
£re from the east peep forth the glimmVing day. 

My knigbta attend to aim tnc 'for the fight.*^ 

Once mg»e I kn*lt; he ckspy my. lifted hands. 
Blessed me, anrf^eemVI tocheck a »rniggiingte«lr; 

Then Jedimefordt^lo^folbwiiiS'dtfmmands^ 2 * 
Overwhelmed wiik)letiife]^t;grtefy9u&penM, and fear. 

What -need of more ? Who knowi^ not the eirettt '' 
Of that dread day, that de^p'rate fmigbtea (ieid> 
Where, with his- won4^it)tisfi«>e(is and prdi^ess spent, 
\ By AumbersAOverpQWirV'd, my^ftire w^ kiti*d i . 

A son no mwre, what course was left to tread. 
To whom ^ apply, or whither should I wend ? 

Back to my Tutor's rodf^ by instinct. Ied> • 

My orphta fabtsteps did I. pensive bendk * ... v 
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0*er-niling fate against my wishes wrought; 

The pious man^ snatchM from this frail abode. 
Had foood the blesiuig he so long had sought^ 

The waj to immortality and God. 

Witk flowmg eyes I left the sacred doer,' 
And with relymg heart to hear^a did*beaid; 

To God my supplicatioD did I pomv' 
To God, the mbiffner^s best and mifitat 



That he would guide me to seme aoft retreat. 
Where daily toil my daily bread might earn. 

Where pious peace aright sootb ^ambitioo'a heat. 
And my taught heart sttbUmer ardour learns 

He heiid me-^AH I aik'd in thee was letit^ 
Thou lib'ral proxy of my gracious God ! - 

Thou paid'st my mdostry with- rich coatlent/ 
And giv'st my weary age ^hts soft ahode. 

The wot k id: done, the stmctiif e h complete — 

. Long may the prbdiioe of my humble tost 
.^ Un-injur'd stand ! and echo long ropeat. 

Round thft dear walb, Benevoleace aad Moyle ! 

r. Hull. 
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LOVE SONG. 
Adapted to the ft^rc^nary manners of the Age* 



JSoaikt not to me the cbaroM tbat.gstce 
Tbe finest fonn, or fairest fooe ; . 
Sbape^ blooin^ aad featm^e I 4f »piae ; 
Weakh, wealth^pia beauty to tbe wise* 
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Conte then, Ob comet and with thee. bring 
Ten jtboasand joya from wealth that spiring; 
Oh ! iMPing tbe deedt of thy. estate. 
Thy qait^rents^ mortgagiea^ mid plate. 

£iitiU keep unseen dioae aubm'ti locks» 
And yiekl thy treasures in tbe stocks 9 
Ohl bide that soft, thai snowy iHrea^t^ 
And g^ve^fin^fKl^ thy ieoii cbe^l* 

Thy guineas shame the blushing rose. 
Which in those cheeks unheeded. blows i 
Too sweet for me that ruby lipi 
Giv^ me thy India' bondi and scrip. 

Meteor. 
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STANZAS. 



X 18 iioMi> and the oool4>r«itUDg aephyr is fled. 
And ihe dew-drop no longer besprinkie^tlie thorn ; 
I fly from the sita-beMi tfatt scoicbes my heady 
And sigh when I think on tlie beauties of morn. 

For oh ! Yaaish'd monb at I feel thee depaft,-^ 
1 know that life*8 loTeliest season is o'er ; 

Like thy shades eaeh soft mion is qntttiag my ifeart, 
Andlknow that these visions shaU glad it nafw>re! 

Yet why sboold I moum? on my openti^ mind 
Thought early iatrnded'herieasons^ sei^eve ; - 

£*en in childhood I pondered the pweeptu nnbindj - 
And mingled the levds of you«h with a ten*! 

Sport on, then, ye triflers-**-€fr^4be gay h^aka, 
Nor remember the shadows of evening um«t iUI, 

When its sj^ndowrs shall perish like y^tefday*6 dream. 
And lilenee and n%ht shall envelope ^ealk 

For me, as the pageant glides by, I can snrile. 
Since few are the pleasures time pilfers from me, > 

And hope of its tenrora my breast shall beguile. 
As I welcome the sentence that bids me be free ! 

Miss Holford. 
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A CHARM FOR ENNUI. 

Ye Couples who meet under love's smiling star> 
Too gende to skirmish^ too soft e'en to j&r ; 
Tbo' covered with • roses fipom jejs richest tfee, 
Ne^ ihe ceuck of delight Uxika the devil £nnui. • 

■ - • * . * ' • • 

Let the muse's gay lyre^ like Ithuriel's bright spear. 
Keep tbi« fiend, ye sweet brides, from approaching 

your ear, 
Stoee you know this squat toad an infernal Esprit^ 
iN^ver listen, like £v«> to this devil Ennui. 

Let Bo^ gloom f>f jont hall, lei no shade of your bower. 
Make yon think yon. behold 4hh malevolent power ; 
Like a child in the dark what ^yonfeEur yon will see. 
Take oonn^er »way — *tia the 'phasntom EttMii. 

O trust me, your powevs both of person «nd miiid,^ 
To defend from this Hoe full sufliGient yon'H find. 
Should ffiuT eyes iUi to kill him, with keen repartee 
You can sink 4he flat boatof the tawader Ennuis '^ 

If a cool nonchalance o'er your spouses should spreaH, 

(For yapoi}r» will rest e*en on Jupiter's head) 

O ! ever believ'e it ftom jealousy finee, 

A thin passing doud^noithemist of Ennin^ ^ 



44S 

Of tender complainings, tho' love be the theme, 
O' beware, my sweet friends, 'tis a dangerous scheme. 
And tbo' often 'tis tried, mark pauvre Mari, 
These by kindness inclosed in the coop of Ennui. 

Let confidence, rising such terrors above. 
Drown the discord of doubt in tb^ miisic of love. 
Your, duet shall thus oharm> in the natural key^ 
No sharps from vexation, no flats from £nnui« 

• 

But to your happy husbands^ in matters more nice. 
The muse, tho' a maiden, yet offers advice, 
O drink not too deeply your bumpers of glee,. 
Even ecstasy's cop hath some dreg^ of Ennui* 

Though love for your lips fills with nectar hiil bowl> 
Tt^o* his morn bath of bliss shall inspirit your soul, 
O swim not too far upon rapture's high sea. 
Lest you siak unawares in the gulph of Ennui* 

Impatient of kiw, pas»iott oft will rq>l7> 
Against limitation Tii plead till I die. 
But. chief justice Nature rejects the vain plea. 
And sock euiprits are doom'd to the jail of &imii« 

^hen httriyand and wife are honey too fb&d. 
They are like poison'd carp at the top of a pond| 
Together they gape o'er a cold dish of tea. 
Two muddy sick fish in the net of Ennui* 
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Of indolence most, ye mild couples, beware. 

For the mvitles of love often hide the soft snare ; 

The fond doves in their nests from his powV cannot 
flee. 

But the lark in the morn 'scapes the vulture Ennui# 

Let cheicrfnl good bteimour, that suoahine of life. 
Which smil'd io the maiden, ilhmiine the wife; 
'And mutual atteotioB^ in equal degree. 
Keep Hymen's bright chain from the rust of £nnui. 

To the graces together both fail not to bend. 
And both to the vqjk:e of the muses attend. 
So Minerva for you shall with Cupid agree> 
And preserve your chaste flame from the smoke of 
Ennuki 



L[NES 

XVRITrEN IN A YOUNG LADY*S PBATER BOOK, 



^T HiLST you, fair virgia! Heaven akne pursue. 
My thoughts are fix*d on equal heaven in you ; 
But why such beauty and such rigxHir join'df 
Ne'er for a cloister was that face deaign'd ; 
To bless, not curse, some happy man 'twas givear^ 
Then smile, and answer the decreesof heaven. 



V M M 
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LINES 

Written on visiting fht TanA oJ^Dei^mody* 



Srihh, Red*breast, o*^ tbe tunefol ^e^i, 
Thnt sweet Ij^^ootbiog jdirge proloaf ; 

For h\% who owns this earthy bed» 
His w«ft as sa4f as sweet a song ! 

Unhappy Bard ! the «cene is past ; 

At length thy mortal struggle's o'er : 
But, oh ! with that uqtimely blasts 

Thy raptured strains are heard no more. 

Beside the turf tliat wraps tbj clig{» » 
Shall kindred m^tm'ry fi^udly wake^ 
And, spite of all thy foes can say, . .. 
i Shall love thee for the Mus^^s sake.* . 



.V 
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O ! take jTipin oae|.*who knows to span 

The ardent soul, the dark career, 
Who feels jTgyr erring, wretched maa^ 
. O i lake this tribu^ry teai:« 



Here, where, no, more rud^. qares. mpl^stf 
But eartli*s sad sufferers ^aMy ^le^.; 
Here, where the we/^y are at rest^ 
; Shall Geahis oiVhfr vigils k€;ep«\ . 
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And Pity, with a beaming eye. 

Forgot the faults that laid thee low^ 
O'er thy cold grave shall deeply sigh. 
And mourn thy pilgrimage of woe. 

i5tfll> ReA-breast, o'er the tuneful dfead. 
That iBWeelly-s^6tMng drrge prolong j 

For hi8> who omis this earthy bed. 
His was as sad, as sweet a ^ong ! 

Meteor. 
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TO The MuisE. * 

jMLuse of the mournful ^bttg, whose pensive smite 
Has faintly gl^dm'd o'er iriany a Wintry hour. 

Wilt thou a traaht votary's Woes beguile. 
Nor let me vainly court thy soothing power ? 

What if, *cjncircled by the flauhtingiirreatli. 
By fickle Pleasure's rosy fingCT^'wove, ' 

Jocund I haird the morning's scented breath,* 
Or with gay footst<^ps trod the ai&zy/^vovt i 

What if, unheedful of thy precepts mild. 
The winged hburis in joy's light revels flew, 

I gaz*d on bnght-ey*d Fancy as she smird. 
And bless'd th^ scenes fiope'd fahy pehcii drew ? 
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Soon on the eye the vivid col'ring fades; 

Soon Hope's gay song iq diiitaat echo dies, 
While MemVy, pointing thro' hei' twilight shadesi^ 

Pours her sad requiem o*er departed joys; 

Ah ! sweeter grace adorns the droopidg rose, * 

Which, bendiogy strews ber pale leaves oWtthy shrine. 

Than when in sammer's niddiest tints she glows. 
Wild RiotV festal goblet to eotwiae. 

Lovelier the gem which sparkles on the cheeky 
Or lends soft lustre to the pensive eye ; 

And sweeter language does-its silenoe ipeak. 
Than the rude laughter of insensate joy. 

Then, when too oft deceiv'd, the weary heart 
Can trust Hope's visionary tale no more. 

When life's bright summer hastens to depart. 
And age and winter shed theif influence hoa^^ 

When the chill evening comes, and every blast 
Murmurs of pleasures never to return. 

Let me, with thee, retrace the fleeting past. 
Smile on my lay^ and teach them bow ta mo\p(?u 

Mirror. 
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ON THE EYES. 

JlELL me not of size or hue. 
Jetty .black, 6r iazure blue, . 
Hazle, sober grey, or bix)wn ; 
If they're clouded by a frown. 
And without expression fraught, * 
Or signs of reason and of thought. 

They'll never please, i 

But, though fiparkling with delight^ 
Or, with sorrow dark as night ; . 
Tho* their lustre dimm'd by woe. 
Or by bashfuhiess cast low ; 
If oft gemm'd by Pity's tear. 
Let their owner never fear ; 

They'll surely please. 

Meteor. 



EPIGR/\M. 

On Mr. Day, a very tall mnnytnar vying Mim Knight, 

who was rather short. 



^His match to me appears but right. 
Though long the Day, yet short the night. 
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TO A LADY, 

WITH A REPEATING WATCH. 

Hence, carious Toy ! — to Laura go. 

And dnogle by her side. 
Thou emblem of a modem beau. 

Id all his glitl'ring pride. 

When in her bed yon hang in air. 

And measure out dull time. 
Say, joy and love should be her care, 

Now beauty's in its prime. 

When first she wakes at Jenny^s knock, 
— ^Then thoughts are frank and fre^— 

Tell her instead of — what's o'Clock, 
'Tis time to think of me! 

Tell her — ^a lover ia her arms. 
His pulse will beat as true; 
His heart would spring with lovers alarms. 

And vibrate quick as you 1 

Herbert. 
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STANZAS. 



TRANSLATED FROM CAMOENS. 



Jl Es — labour^ love^ and toil would pleaae^ . 

Were toil and labour borne for thee ; 
And Fortune's nurslings lap'd on ease^ 
In wealth of heart be poor to me ! 

Why should I pant for sordid gain f 
Or why Ambition's voice believe ? 

Since^ dearest^ thou dost not disdain 
The only gift I have to give ? 

Time would with speed of light'ning flee. 
And every hour a comfort bring. 

And days, and years, employ'd for thee. 
Shake pleasures from their passing wing ! 

Lord Strangford. 



EPITAPH. 

Sleep on, sweet maid, and wait th* Almighty's will. 
Then rise unchang'd, and be an angel still. 

Harrow Church-yard. 
30 
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THE SORROWS OF MEMORY- 

In vain to me the howling deep 

Stem Winter's awful reign discloses : 
III vain shall Smbtiier's aepbyys sleep 

On fragrant beds of budding mses : 
To me alike each sC6n€ appears^ 

Since thoa hast broke my hearty or nearly ; 
While memory writes in frequent tears. 

That I have lov*d thet very dtarhf t 

How many summers pass'd away I 

How many winters sad and dreary ! 
And still I taught thee to be gay. 

Whene'er thy soul of life was weary ; 
When lingering sickness wrung thy breast, 

An4 bow*d thee to the earth severely^ 
I strove to lull thy mind to rest ; 

For than I lov'd thee, — Oh how dearly t 

And though the flush of joy no more 

Shall, o'er my cheek its lustre throwing. 
Bid giddy fools that cheek adore. 

And talk of passion ever glowing — 
Still to thy mind should time impart 

A charm to bid^ it frel sincerely $ 
Nor idly wound a breaking heart 

That lovM thee long, and lovd thee dearly ! 



< 
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Could gold thy truant fancy bind — 

A faitiiful heart would still content me ; 
For, oh ! to serve that heart unkind, 

I gave thee all that fortune lent me ! 
In youth, virhen spitors round me pfess'd. 

Who vow'd to love, and *' love sincerely ,** 
When wealth could never charm my breast,- 

Tho' thou wert poor, I lov*d thee dearly ! 



Seek not the fragile dreams of love : 

Such fleeting phantoms will deceive thee; 

They will but transient idols prove, — 
In wealth beguile, in sorrow leave thee- 

Ah ! dost thou hope the sordid mind. 
When thou art poor, will feel sincerely ? 

Wilt thou in such the friendship find. 

Which warm'd the heart that hv'd thee dearly 



Though fickle passiohs cease 16 bum 

For her, so long thy bosom's treasure. 
Ah ! think that reason may return. 

When far from thee my paths I measure : 
Say, who will then thy conscience heal? 

Or who will bid thy heart beat cheerly ? 
Or from that heart the memVy steal 

Of her who lov^d t/ue truly — dearly 9 
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When war shall rouse the brooding storm^ 

And horrors haunt thy thorny pQlbw ; 
When fancy shall present niy form 

Borne on the wild and restless billow ; 
Oh ! where wilt thou a helpmate find 

Whose heait, like mine, shall throb sincerely r 
Or who thy heart in spells shall bind^ 

When htrt b btokc that iofv^d thee dearly f 



When thou contending throngs shall court. 

Where party zeal has oftep crown*d thee ; 
Perchance, of Fortune's frowns the sport. 

Caprice or cold neglect may wound thee ! 
Then wilt thou find no gen'rous hieart 

To bid th^e bear misfortune cheerly ; 
No friend, in grief, to share a part 

Like her who lov'd thee long and aearly / 



Could I to distant reigipns stray. 

From thetimy thoughts would never wander ; 
For, at the purpling close of day, .. ^, ? 

By some lone vagrant rill's meaadeo—r 
Each wand'ring bee, each jchilling wjnd^. 

Would tell the heart that's broken nearly^?— 
In them, where'er they rove, to fii|d 

The faults of Idm J lovd so flcHrly I 
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I will not court thy fickle love ; 

Soon shall oui fates and fortunes sever: 
Far from thy sight will I remove. 

And, smiltngi sigh ''adieu for ever!** 
Give to the sordid friends thy days ; 

Still trust that they will act sincerely, — 
And when the specious mask decays. 

Lament the heart that lov^d thee dearly ! 



For time will swiftly journey on. 

And age with sickness haste to meet thee. 
Friends prov'd deceitful will be gone. 

When they no more with smiles can cheat thee : 
J'heti wilt thou seek in vain to find 

A faithful heart that beats sincerely, — 
A passion, centering in the mind. 

Which, scorning interest, lovd thee dearly! 



When in the grave this heart shall sleep. 

No soothing dreams shall bless thy slumber; 
For thou wilt often wakie to weep. 

And in despair my soribws number! 
My shade will haunt thine aching eyes. 

My voice in whispers tell thee clearly 
How cold at last that bosoni lies 

Which lov*d thee long, and lov^d thee dearly ! 

Mrs. Robinson. 
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CANZONET. 

TRANSLATED FROM CAMOENS. 

Thou pride of the forest! whose dark bmiiches spiead 
To tlie sigh of the south-'Wind their tremukms greeo. 

And the tinge of whose buds is as ricb^ and as red^ 
As the mellowing blushes of maiden eighteen ! 

O'er thee may the tempest in gentleness blow^ 
And the lightnings of summer pass harmlessly by ; 

For ever thy bads keep their mellowing glow^ 
Thy hraucbes still wave to the southernly sigh. 

Because in thy shade^ as I lately reclin'd^ 
The sweetest of visions arose to my view ; 

'Twas the swoon of .the 8oul--^*twas the transport of 
mind — 
'Twas the happiest minute that ever I knew. 

For this shalt thou still be my fovourite tiw,-^ 

In the heart of the poet thou never canst fade ; 
It shall often be warm'd by remembering thee. 
And the dream which I dreamt in thy tremulous 
shade. 

Lord Strangford* 

Compare the above with Mr. Sheridan's << Uncouth is this moss 
covcr'd grotto of stone/' Vol. x. p. 57. 
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MY MQTtJEIl- 



W^Ao fed SIC fra9i ber gentler h^em. 
And hu9b'd me ifi b^r ^ms to r^st, 
Aiid oa my che^k swe^^ l(i3ses prestf 

My Mother. 

When sleep fpirsoojc pay ope m ey^ 
Who was it sjung sweet lullaby. 
And rock'd mie th^t I 8bo^ld not ory ? 

My Mother. 

Who ^t and watch'd my infant b^ady 
Wb€ai sleeping oo my cradle bad. 
And tears <if sweet infection shed i 

My Mother. 

When pain and sickness mad^ me cry. 
Who ^az'd upon my heavy eye. 
And wept, for fear that I should di^? 

My Mother. 

Who drest my doll in clothes so gay. 
And taught me pretty how to play. 
And minded all I had to say ? 

My Mother. 
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Who ran to help me when 1 M\, 
And would aome pietty story tell^ 
Or kiss the piaoe tonake it wdlf 

My Mother. 

Who taught my mfant lips to jway. 
To love God*8 holy word^ and day. 
And walk in Wisdom's pleasant way? 

My Mother. 

And can I ever cease to he 
Affectionate and kind to tbee> 
Who was so very kind to me ? - 

My Mother. 

no! the thought I -cannot bear. 
And, if God please my life to «parey< 

1 hope -I shall reward thy^care^ 

My Mother. 

When thou art feeb]e> old, and grey. 
My healthy arm ^all be thy «tay. 
And I will sooth thy pains awii^y 

My Modien 

And when I see thee hang thy head, 
^ Twill be my turn to watch thy be4, 
And teai's of swe^ affiaction shed. 

My Mother. 
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For God/ who lives above the skies. 
Would look with v«igeaac5e in hi» eyes. 
If I should ever dare despise. 

My Mother. 

From an American Newspaper. 



TO A LADY, 

WITH A PRESENT OF VIOLETS, 

These videts to my feir I l^ing. 
The purpfe progeny of spring ; 
Nor thou, dear girl, the gift reftise. 
Love's earliest tribute to the muse. 

Whate-er has beauty, worth, or power. 
Or grace, or histre, is a flower. 
Wit iflr a flower, and bards prepare 
The flowers of fancy, for the fair. 
In flower of youth, the loves appear. 
Leading in flowery youth the year ; 
And beauty's flowery fettets bind 
In sweet captivity the mind. 
With flowers the graces Venus deck. 
And these adorn a fairer neck ; 
That neck, whose paradise to range, 
A flower I'd prove, and bless the change 
One Kttle hour I'd live-^then die— 
A violet in that heaven to lie. 
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Siill as you charm some flower we trace^ 
Some blossom of the mind or face. 
Does Laura lead the courtly dance f 
We hail the Flower of Eiegance. 
Does Fashioirs wreath adorn her brow f 
The Flower of Taste is Laura now. 
In Laura's mien, in Laura's mind. 
The twin-born Flowers of' Grace we find ; 
And in her blushing cheek we see 
The Royal Rose of Dignity. 
Yon lily 9 symbol of her youth. 
Blooms nexi her heart the Flower of Truth. 
Oh, might these violet buds express. 
The opening Flowers of Tenderness ! 

But not the brightest flower of spring. 
That fancy paints, or poets sing ; 
Nor these nor all the sweets that bk>w> 
The rose's blushi the lily's soow. 
With thee in exc^ence compare. 
Or breathe so fresh, or bloom so fair. 
For in thy bosom lives a flower 
Nor time shall spoil, nor death devour, 
A flower that no rude season fears. 
And Virtue's sacred name it bears. 

TAicphiluB&Wiftj Esq, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

TO THE PUBLIC. 

In Church'Slrett in Hackney, not far ftom the brooks 
A shop is established by hook or by crook. 
Where, the wjintaof his patrons and friends to supply. 
And promote his own interest too by the by. 
The master has tried, to the utmost, his care. 
An assortment of all the best goods to prepare; 
Where all so disposed, may be certain to find 
Good clothes for the body, and food for the mind. 
And that none may mistake, he thus fully declares. 
That he chaffers and deals in the following wares :-— 
)n thread, silk, and worsted, all manner of hose. 
And all sorts of handkerchiefs fit for the nose ; 
There are nigh tcnp$ of cotton for old men to wear. 
And fillets for young ones to bind up l;heir hair ; 
Such linen that none in the kiagdom can beat. 
Strongs fine, and well-4hreaded, white, lasting and neat; 
Gloves, leather, and woollen, and sotne nke and thin, 
Lin'd neatly with fur, to preserve a soft skin : 
Goodbai^e, and fine fiannel, from Scotland and Wales, 
And hats, smartly cock'd in the taste that prevails* 
Tberie is pigtail t(^cco> and good oronoke. 
For gentlemen either to chew or to smoke ; 
Some fine-spun for ladies, of delicate juice. 
And short*cut and shag, for general use. 
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Then for snuffs, there's rappee, both scented and plain^ 
And pungent fine Scots, to clear up the di^il bruin ; 
With Strasburg, and bergamot too of the best. 
Of peculiar fineness, and delicate ;&e$t ; 
Hardham^a best thirty-seven, and cephalic enough. 
And boxes, to hold both tobacco and snuff* 
Then there^s paper for writing, of every sort, . 
Ab good foolscap and post as can ever be bought^ 
Gilt, biack-edg'd, and plain, and some rul'd to the hand^ 
Pens, ink, quills, pounce, wafers, wax, penknives and sand; 
Here are message-card^ too, invitations to carry. 
And playing cards stampt with the phiz of King Harr^; 
Ink-stands of all sorts, both for table and pocket. 
And one you may slide the top over and lock it; 
Lead pencils, and boxes for wafers and pounce^ r 
And fiiie spangled writing sand, three-pence per ounce. 
Tliere are books of account, in parchment or velluai^> 
And some with brass clasps, lest long using should 

swell 'em ; 
Neat sets of Fry's type, to print names upon linen, 
And ledgers with alphabets at the beginning. 
Port crayons, and cases for pencils in steel. 
And neat little books, your bank notes to conceal; 
In short, there's whatever the stationer's sell. 
As cheap as in London, and finished as well. 
There are printed books too, of all sorts and conditions^ 
Well bound, in good order, the fairest editions. 
All tastes he can suit, be they ever so various^ 
4^ please every fancy, however precarious. 
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Here are truths and grave maxims to please the di^- 

' cerniag ; , 

Here the wit may find jokes, and the scholar iSnd leiarning ; 
Here is mirth for the gay, and sad tales for the graive. 
And sieges, and battles, and wars for the brave. 
For thc5 curious, inquisitive mind, that loves facts^* ' " 
Here are all sorts of histories, and memoirs, and tracts; 
For the poet here*s rhyme, for the solid here^s prose. 
And assistants for those, who want Kelps to compose ; 
Political pamphlets, and monthly reviews. 
Magazines of all sorts, and all manner of news. * 
To pass a dull hour, here are novels in store, *" 

Fairy tales, and romances, and fifty things more ; 
Collections of all the best songs that are sung. 
Devout books for the old, and love tales for the young. 
For the schoolman, here*s nice and abstruse disquisitions. 
Court cabals, and state papers, to please politicians \ 
Here are wondVous exploits of intriguing gallants, 
And young'Iadies escaped from their old maiden auiits. 
Here are voyages, and travels, and letters, and plays. 
And operas, and riddles, and moral essays : 
Here's abundance of works of the sentiment kind. 
And here too the satyrist pleasure may find : 
All sorts of new music, songs, airs, and cantatas. 
Solos, trios, duets, catches, glees, and sonatas. 

To sum up the whole,here's what each one may chuse^ 
And what they do not they are free to refuse. 
That all may enjoy the effect of this treasure. 
And read for a trifling expense at their leisure/ 
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Twelve shillings a year gives coratnand of tlie whole ; 
You may read as you please^ without any controul ; 
Or^if that sum's too much, or you chuse a time shorter. 
You may always subscribe for four shillings a quarter. 

Thus having announo'd to the public his station. 
There remains but to make this sincere declaration. 
That he always will strive, with his utmost endeavours. 
To obey their commands, and so merit their favours. 
It affords him the highest delight to reflect. 
His success is beyond what he e*er could expect ; 
And yet such is the honour to which he ^ir^. 
It is not a whit beyond what he desires. 

This trifling aifair having seen two editions, 
Appears, as most other works do, with additions : 
The reception the first hath obtain'd, leaves no fear 
That this second will meet with ti fate more severe ; 
Since it serves to convey his best thanks to his friends. 
By whose favour he rose, and on whom he depends ; 
The sense of whose kindnesses past, quite absorbs 

Their most faithful^ 

Sincere, humble Servant, 

JOHN FOKBES. 

A Printed Shop Bill. 
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ODE TO MUSIC. 

Imitated from the Medea of Euripides. 

OiTEEN of every magic measure. 
Sweetest somce of purest pleasure ! 
Music, why thy pow'rs employ 
Only for the sons of joy ? 
Only for the genial guests. 
At naial or at nuptial feasts ? 
Rather, thy lenient influence pour 
Ort those whom secret griefs devour ; 
Bid be still the throbbiftg hearts 
Of those w]K>m death, or absence parts ; 
Coiiie> XkxxA with softly whisper'd air. 
And smooth the brow of dumb despair ! 

Warton. 



EPIGRAM. 
The Odds. 

Thb bright bewitching Fanny's eyes 
A thousand hearts have won. 

Whilst she, regardless of the prize, 
Secui*ely keeps her own. 

Ah ! what a dreadful girl are you 
Who, if you e'en design 

To make me happy, must undo 

999. 
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INSCRIPTION IN AN HERMITAGE, 

y^BOE*En thou art these lines now readings 
Think not that from the world receding^ 
I joy my lonely days to lead in 

This desert drear^ 
That with remorse a conscience bleeding 

Hath led n\e here* 

No thought of guilt my bosom sours, 
Free-wiird I fled from courtly bowers ; 
For well I saw in balls and towers. 

That lust and pride. 
The arch-fiend's dearest, darkest powers. 

In state preside. 

I saw that Honour's sword was rusted ; 
That few for aught but folly lusted ; 
That he was still deceived who trusted 

In love or friend ; 
And hither came, with men disgusted. 

My life to end. 

In this lone cave, in gannents holy. 

Alike a foe to noisy folly 

And brow-bent gloomy melancholy, . 

I wear away 

My life, and in my office holy 

Consume the day. 
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Cbntent and ^omfoirk bless mg more in . ^ 

This grot^ than. e'er I Mi before in 

A palace ; and with thoughts still soaring 

To God on higb^ 
£a(^ night and morn with voice imploring, 

Hits wish I sigh : 

"'^ Let me, O Lord! from life, retire. 
Unknown each guilty worldly fire, 
Remorse&l throb, and loose desire ; 

^ And when I die^ 

Let ime in this belief expire, 

•toGodlflyi^ 

Stranger, if iFull of noi^e and riot. 
As yet no grief has nifeirr'd thy quief$' 
Thou haply ihrow'st a scornful eye at 

The Hermit's prayV^ 
But if thou hast a cause to sish at ^ 

Thy &ult or care^ 

If thou Kast known false love's vex&tibn. 
Or hast been exil'd from thy nation^ 
Or guilt affrights thy contemplation, 

4 And makes thee pine ; 

Oh ! how must thou lament thy station. 

And envy mine! 
M. G* Lewiu 
31 
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ON THE DEATH OF A BELOVED WIFE. 

Sat, ghastly, pBXe, and ruthless death ! 
That Htopp*d my Sarah's balmy breath ; 
That stole the roses from her cheeky 
And clos'd tho^ eyes that seem'd to speak ^ 
Tliat hush*d the music of her tongue^ 
*On which such notes seraphic hiHig ; 
A^^ily should thy aim so partial be F 
Ah ! why not aim thy shaft at me ? 
. Why l^ave me here oa earth to roam, 
fin sad rememjjrance of that home 
Where hours^ald days, and years, I've sate 
WitS my biiov^d, angelic mate ? 
Wby%hould I hopel|iis here remain, 
'• To sin^ one dull and pensive strain ; 
Or frantic, wand ring, lift my eyes. 
To chase her spirit through the skies ? 
O listen to the boon I crave, • 

And close me in my Sarah'n^grave ! ^ 

G. S. Carey. 
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